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DEDICATION 


To her whose watching eyes 
Upon me shone 

Up through the misty skies 
Ere I was born. 

To her whose voice was sweet 
With eager care 

To guide my tiny feet 

Down star-light stair. 

To her whose gentle face 

Is fairer far 

Than any magic grace 
Gleaned from a star. 

To her whose love is true 
Early or late: 

Mother, my own, to you 
This book I dedicate. 
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FOREWORD 


HIS volume of verses, the original and unaided 
work of a child who even now is only twelve years 
of age, is in itself so remarkable that it has been felt that 
someone should stand sponsor for its bona fides. I feel it 
a very great honour to bear witness that all that follows is 
the personal work of Helen Adam, a girl now twelve years 
of age. She is a kinswoman of my own: her grandfather 
and my grandmother were brother and sister. I baptised 
her as a babe. Thereafter I met her as a child of six or 
seven. I recall her quiet but eager manner, and how just 
about that time she had written a little piece which I 
thought as dainty and sententious a thing as I had ever 
read. At that time she was, as she is now, entirely free 
from self-consciousness or any thought of posing. Nor is 
there anything strained in her manner or in the nature of 
her intelligence. For it has always been as natural to her 
to see life poetically and to retain the vision, as it is for 
most of us to see something beautifully and not to do 
honour to our insight, and for some of us never to see a 
thing in the context of any delicate significance. 
Even at the age of two years she rhymed when playing 
with her dolls, speaking to them or about them thus : 


“* T picked her up, 
I laid her down, 
I went and warmed her nightiegown. 
I tucked her in and sang so low 
That off she went to peep-a-bo.” 
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Sometimes her mother, overhearing this casual flow of 
dainty rhymes, would say, “‘ Helen, can you repeat that ? ” 
To which the child would answer, ‘Oh no, mummy ; 
but I shall say some more.” 

When she was four years old her mother began to pay 
a little more attention to what her child was saying, and 
wrote out her little pieces. Every now and then the mood 
would seem to be at its height, when she would awake in 
the morning like a brook replenished by a night of rain. 

From her earliest days her mind found beauty and a 
deeper meaning in ordinary, everyday things. She loves 
flowers, not merely for their colour or their fragrance, but 
because they too in her view are sentient things that have 
to live their life in this hard world. Her mother has more 
than once had to wipe tears from her child’s cheek and to 
speak comfortably to her when a daisy found trodden in 
the street had made her weep. 

At holiday times she is at her happiest perched on the 
branch of a tree, living in a world of her own, or reading 
some book that deals beautifully with simple things. She 
has been fortunate in her parents and in her home. No 
fuss has ever been made about her. There is nothing of 
the prodigy encouraged in her young mind. 

“The Elfin Pedlar ” was written for her school-class, 
to be acted at a Christmas festival. Where a child got such 
insight and such art is a question that baffles us, except 
we have the courage of our ignorance and simply believe 
that there are elect minds, so delicate and rare that they 
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can mediate between us and the Father of Light in Whom 
is no darkness. 

One hates to trace things of the spirit to natural and 
hereditary conditions ; and yet, knowing something of 
the two lines that have met in this rare child, I do not 
wonder that it should have been given to her to articulate 
certain things of beauty. Her mother’s people had, I be- 
lieve, a noted gift of verse. With regard to her father’s 
people, I will only say this: Helen’s grandfather and my 
grandmother were, as I have said, brother and sister. About 
fifty years ago this old grandmother of mine, whom later 
I can recall as a woman of quite remarkable beauty, one 
day stopped in front of the old college in Glasgow when it 
was in process of being torn down. Though I doubt if 
she had ever used the word art in her life, this- simple 
woman of that earlier time had the eye to see the beauty 
of a window and a doorway that had not yet fallen into 
ruins under the wrecker’s pick and axe. There and then 
she bought the fragment, and had it carted out twelve 
miles and rebuilt in her garden ! The only other portion 
that has been preserved, so far as I know, forms to-day 
the College Gate of the University of Glasgow. 


Joun A. Hutton. 
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NIGHT 


IGHT came sighing, 
And all around was still ; 
The crimson day lay dying 
Behind the farthest hill. 
I saw an angel 
With a snow white flower, 
And he pulled the petals off 
Hour by hour. 


THE DREAM SHIP 


VER the midnight sky, ° 
Sailing a star-spangled deep, 
A boat goes swinging, 
Whose crew are singing, 
““ We’re bound for the land of sleep.” 


She is only a little ship, 

But her mast is of silver fine, 

And her sails are bright 

With the dazzling light 

Of the crystals that gem the brine. 


Swiftly she moves away, 

Riding the cloudy foam, 

Bound for the land 

Of the silver strand 

Where all little boats come home. 
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TWO LITTLE STARS 


WO little stars fell out of bed 

Yesterday night when I was sleeping. 
““ Dear, oh dear !”’ the mother moon said, 
“‘ Surely I saw my star babes leaping.” 


Down they fell from the evening sky, 
Yesterday night when I was sleeping, 

Down and down from the heavens high, 
Where poor mother moon was still a-peeping. 


A baby was borne on mother’s breast, 
Round to see it we all came creeping ; 
But those two star babes had made a nest 
In baby’s eyes, and were soundly sleeping. 


THE DUST-MAN 


HE dust-man is coming a-down the street, 
He is bringing his dreamy things ; 

I can hear the tread of his noiseless feet, 

Now isn’t that funny, my baby sweet ? 

But mothers can hear strange things. 


The dust-man says it is time for bed : 

Stars are beginning to peep. 

He will throw his dust on your curly head, 
His winky-blink dust, that is white and red, 
So hurry and go to sleep. 
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LISTENING TO THE FAIRIES 


USH ! the fairies are dancing, 
Dancing in the dell. 

The dickie birds are watching 

The fairies weave their spell. 


The scampy little dickies 

The secret could not keep, 
They told it to the breezes 
And made the fairies weep. 


TIME FOR BED 


HERE are daisies in the meadow, 
And daisies close their eyes, 

And hurry off to dreamland 

When the sun has left the skies. 


There are dewdrops in the woodland : 
A dewdrop’s come to tell 

That it really is the bed-time 

Of the bunnies in the dell. 


There’s stars within the heavens, 
Their little faces peep ; 

They say it’s time, my baby, 
That you were fast asleep. 


MORNING 


HE red lips of the morning 
Touched the green lips of the hill, 
And a little pink flower sprang up, 
I think it is blooming still. 
While the bird in the highest tree 
Was singing and singing to me 
Till the song of my heart and the song of the bird, 
And the song of the hill and the morning was heard 
Above the song of the rill. 
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Helen, aged 4 


SPEEDWELL 


ID you drop from summer skies, 
Little smiling, beaming eyes, 

In among the grass so deep, 

When the lambkins are asleep ? 

Did you steal your lovely hue 

From the running river blue ? 

Are you houses for the elves, 
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Small and dainty as yourselves ? 
Are you brilliant butterflies, 
Coming early to surprise ? 

Are you fallen stars of night, 
Like wee candles shining bright ? 
Are you fairies’ kisses sweet, 
Scattered down beneath our feet ? 


SUMMER 


ERRILY dance to the hum of the bees, 
Pirouette round with the whispering breeze, 


_ Tread on the blossoms from tall apple trees, 


Dance, it is summer again. 


Scatter bright dewdrops to moss green and gay, 
Into the sunshine go whirling away. 
Catch up and cuddle the white lambs of May : 


Dance, it is summer again. 
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Daisies will blush at the touch of your feet, 

Blow a sly kiss to the fair meadow sweet ; 

Rise with the lark for the morning is fleet-— 
Dance, it is summer again. 


OUT OF THE NIGHT 


STAR came glimmering out of the night, 
Its silvery beams were shining bright ; 
It brought you a dream, little Rosebud mine, 
Brought you a dream that shall aye be thine. 
Even when day begins to peep, 
So sleep, my own little Rosebud, sleep. 


A wind came whispering out of the night, 
And it brought you a song of the sea so bright ; 
Brought you a song, little Rosebud mine, 

Of a ship that is sailing across the brine, 
Bringing thy father over the deep, 

So sleep, my own little Rosebud, sleep. 


STRAWBERRY 


TRAWBERRY, dear, I love you so, 
Your kisses are, oh! so sweet, 
You once were a flower that the wind might blow 
And tickle my dancing feet. 
Who was the rogue that kissed you so, 
Till you blushed all over a ruddy glow ? 
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THE ELFIN SWING 


WING on a cobweb, high in the air, 

Here and there and everywhere. 
Up and up, down and down, 
Under the shade of the hollyhock brown. 
Call to the lark, laugh at the bee, 
Elf, there is no one so happy as thee ; 
Play with the breezes that linger and pass 
All from the blade of a piece of green grass. 


A SECRET 


HAT are the things that come out of the night ? 
Answer, child with the eyes so bright. 
“Why, stars and moonbeams and sunsets red, 
And elves that dance on the hillocks’ head, 
And winds and whispers and twinkles bright— 
All these things come out of the night.” 


But one great thing comes out of the night, 
Listen, O child, with the step so light : 

“When stars and moonlight have quickly flown, 
And mist and quiet are left alone, 

With a smile and a blush and a laugh so light, 
Morning comes from out of the night.” 
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PAN 


AN is at the window 
Making music for the day ; 
At the magic whisper 
Shadows steal away. 


Waken ! maidens, waken ! 

See, the east is streaked with red ; 
Long since have I arisen 

From my hidden woodland bed. 


The maidens fresh and blushing, 
Come shy as doves so fair, 

And gather round the window, 
Twining garlands for his hair. 


The golden sun comes peeping 
O’er the leafy forest’s rim, 
Across the dew he leapeth, 

And takes their hearts with him. 


Pan is at the window 

Singing to the morning fair, 
Enchanting hearts to come to him, 
So, maidens sweet, beware. 
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SPRING 


LITTLE snowdrop in a dell, 
A little laughing wishing-well, 
A little child beside the stream, 
A little field where dewdrops gleam, 
A little piper in the glade, 
A little light, a little shade, 
A little music echoing sweet, 
And little flowers around his feet. 
A little sun, a little rain, 
A little year quite fresh again, 
A little path where bluebells ring, 
A little love, and there was Spring. 


BABY ‘THINGS 


HE baby buds are out again, 

The tiny streams ate singing, 
All the groves that bloom once more 
With baby songs are ringing. 


The tiny clouds are in the sky, 

The baby grain is growing, 

And lambkins on the grass so green 
Their baby joy are showing. 


The tiny waves do laugh and shout, 
The baby breeze is gay, 

And a baby ring of toadstools 

Mark where the fairies play. 
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A BABY SONG 


TARS will peep x you ont of the sky, 
Dear Eerie lamps, hung up so hight ; 
Bot I will smg you z nilz5y, 
Baby, Baby. : 


* 

Sweet Eetle flowers m meadows bright, 

Close ther eyes wien the sum’s out of sight ; 

Dust-man is comme ight ont of the aight, 
Baby, Baby. 


A dear Secie ship cocks full of glee. 

Heh mm 2 wonderial sperkime, sez, 

"Tis waiting t sail away with thes, 
Baby, Baby 


When you have sailed Sr_ Sr away, 

4nd the moom Ses inden ls face so gay, 

Morag shail open he gates of the day, 
Baby. Beby- 


THE DREAM-ELF 
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The sunbeams lent him their light by day, 
And the stars were his lamps by night ; 

The bees and the butterflies came to say 
That the rainbow pathway, so bright and gay, 
Was breaking in dews of light. 


And all day long did he weave his dreams, 
Dreams of a golden hue, 

Into a web of sparkles and gleams 

Of palaces, forests, and fountains and streams, 
And fairies and elves and dew. 


Then when the world was all asleep 

His wonderful web he threw ; 

When the stars in the heavens all twinkle and peep 
It wraps the earth in a silence deep, 

Then breaks, and turns to dew. 


THE THIEF 


WILD west wind went dancing by 
When he heard a laughing mermaid cry. 
In he sped through the midst of her song, 
And when she turned her heart was gone, 
Stolen away by a lover untrue, 
Hid ’mid the folds of his wings of dew. 
The wind passed a daisy who blushed all pink 
As he stooped for a kiss by the streamlet’s brink, 
But when he leapt to the river’s brim 
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Her shy little heart went out with him. 

Away he soared through the morning sky, 
And suddenly met a butterfly. 

So bright were her wings and so fair was he 
That they laughed for a moment merrily ; 
Then off he danced o’er the early dew, 

And the thief had taken her wee heart too. 
Ha! ha! laughed the wind, “ Sigh, maidens, sigh, 
I'll come for your hearts by and by.” 

He sang to the earth, he sang to the day, 
When a golden sunbeam crossed his way ; 
And ere he could win her heart to kiss 

She had slipped her hand in and taken his. 
Over the hillside bare and brown, 

Over the moorland, up and down, 

Over the waters blue and gray 

The frantic wind chased the sunbeam gay. 
The mingled sounds of humming bees, 

Of singing birds and rustling trees, 

*T was punishment fit for a thief so wild 

To be robbed of his own, the west wind smiled. 
With a tear in his eye, as he sighed alack ! 

If only, if only my heart were back ; 

And yet, and yet I do not know, 

Her beautiful hands are as white as snow. 

If she had not stolen it now, I think, 

It would have been hers ere day was pink. 

“‘ Sweetheart,” he cried, in the evening’s glow, 
Her feet moved slower and yet more slow. 
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Her hair that had shone as bright as day 
Seemed pale as the moon and thinned away. 
“Too late,”’ she cried, ‘‘ the sun looks west,” 
And she tossed his heart back into his breast. 
The shadows came creeping one by one, 
Another moment and she was gone. 

“Alas !”’ cried the wind, and so sad was he 
That he turned and let the other hearts free. 


THE:POPPY 


VENING shy came creeping o’er the silent. hills, 
And the flowers were dreaming by the little rills, 
But one little blossom, wakeful as could be, 
Watched the splendid sunset like a crimson sea. 


One sweet little cloudlet, pink with evening’s blush, 
Wandered o’er the meadows, wrapped in gentle hush, 
Now the sun was sinking in the rosy sky, 
And its splendid lustre soon began to die. 


So the cloudlet faded at that evening hour, 
And its radiance settled on the poppy flower ; 
All the sunset’s glory vanished quite away, 
But the poppy gleameth to this very day. 
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AGE EIGHT TO TEN YEARS 
a s ) 


THE PIPER OF THE SPRING 


OWN in the woods where the bluebells grow, 
Down in the glens where the streamlets flow, 
Where the gray hills through the purple mist 
Lift up their crests by the morning kissed, 
There sits an elf where the birdies sing, 
Pipe, 
Pipe, 
Piping 
To the coming of the Spring. 
Where all nature sings in sweet burst of glee, 
And the fresh leaves gleam upon every tree ; 
Where the flowers blow gently with happy sigh, 
And the laughing breeze goes dancing by, 
There sits an elf ’mid a toadstool ring, 
Pipe, 
Pipe, 
Piping 
To the coming of the Spring. 


When the flowers are sweet with the breath of day, 
And the dewdrops gleam on the woodland way ; 
When the sunbeams dance on the meadow floor, 
And the lambs are frisking as of yore, 
There sits an elf where the bees all hum, 

Pipe, 

Pipe, 

Piping, 

For the Spring has come. 
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THE BOY AND THE CLOCK 


N a garret cold and dreary 

Lived a boy with eyes of blue ; 
Ah, at night when he was weary 
They were often wet with dew. 
He had never known a father, 
And his mother, young and fair, 
Died before the clouds could gather 
And with snow-flakes crown her hair. 
But the clock upon the landing 
With its pointers moving slow, 
Had the fullest understanding 
Of the things that he could know ; 
For, when earliest day was creeping 
Through his broken window small, 
When the weary earth was sleeping, 
He would come and tell it all. 
In the strange hour of to-morrow, 
He would weave his stories dim, 
Tales of love and joy and sorrow, 
And the clock would answer him. 
Oft the passing wind would mutter : 
“* Well, he knows the fairy folk, 
Though his flowers are from the gutter, 
And his sky is dark with smoke.” 
Then, when fancy far had led him 
Into unseen hill and dale, 
With her choicest fruits had fed him 
To the clock he’d tell the tale. 
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No one ever kindly used him, 

Little playmates he had none ; 

They all shunned him and refused him 
Any share in games and fun. 

*Twas the silent night he longed for, 
When the moon was in the sky ; 

*T was the night he made a song for, 
And its tune was aye a sigh. 

Only when the stars were seeing, 

And the straying winds did sing, 

He would seem to leave his being 

And become an elfin king ; 

Every paving-stone a fairy 

Seemed to his enchanted eye, 

Every house a palace airy, 

Every breath a butterfly, ‘ 
Till the streets seemed full of splendour, 
And the silence changed to song, 
Chimney-tops to pillars slender— 
Thus he played the whole night long ; 
Then when dawn came softly, lightly, 
He would tell the clock alone 

How he ruled a monarch nightly 

In a kingdom all his own. 

So they chatted to each other, 
Barefoot boy and wooden clock, 

That to him was friend and brother 
Though it only said ‘“‘ Tick, Tock.” 
When at last the world knew him, 
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When they loved to spread his fame, 
When the very breezes blew him 
Golden echoes of his name, 

*Mid a thousand friends he never 
Lost his old-time joy, the clock. 

So it stands and sings for ever, 

Still the dreamy song, “‘ Tick, Tock.” 


MY APPLE-TREE SHIP 


NE breezy day I sat in a tree, 
Between the earth and the sky ; 
The leaves were dancing for very glee, 
Like the waves of a merry sea, 
And there were none in that ocean free 
But my apple-tree ship and I. 


The wind came whispering over my head, 
Between the earth and the sky ; 

** All the trees are my harps,” he said, 

As over the leaves his fingers sped, 

Over the leaves all yellow and red, 

Of my apple-tree ship and I. 


A beam came shimmering through the sail, 
Between the earth and the sky, 

A golden beam, all shining and pale, 

That had ridden there on the wings of the gale, 
And it whispered over the leafy rail 

To my apple-tree ship and I. 
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Helen and her Sister 
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The moon came sailing, so cold and white, 
Between the earth and the sky, 

Sailing among the clouds of night. 

TI called to her till she paused in flight, 
And clung to our mast as a lantern bright, 
For my apple-tree ship and I. 


THE MUSIC OF THE PINES 


N the silence of the evening as the shadows creep 
around me, 
And the day is softly sleeping in her cradle in the west, 
As the dews of night are falling, 
Then I hear soft voices calling, 


Calling from the misty vastness, from the mansions ‘of the 
blest. 


And my soul goes out and wanders to the hills and dewy 
valleys, 
To the dells and glens and woodlands and the meadows 
and the bowers. 
Have you heard the pine-trees sighing 
In the forest, murmuring, crying, 
In the silent mystic stillness of the solemn evening hours ? 


Have you listened in the silence to their whispering, mur- 
muring voices ? 
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Have you heard their gentle laughter, like the bluebells’ 
dainty chimes ? 
Through the dewy stillness ringing, 
As of angels softly singing, 
Have you listened in the stillness to the music of the pines? 


Sweeter far than martial music in the days of war and 
fighting, 
Sweeter far than wondrous legends in the ancient Indian 
rhymes. 
When the forest rises waking, 
Through eve’s purple curtain breaking, 
I'll remember ever ever the sweet music of the pines. 


EVENING 


HEN in the wood the flowers all slept, 
When all around the shadows crept, 
And breezes in the misty west 
With folded wings had sunk to rest, 
The last pale lamp of sunset’s glow 
Was dim and pale and burning low, 
While through the parting of the sky 
The evening whispered lullaby, 
Then when all earth was very still, 
The night came creeping o’er the hill, 
And laid each drowsy wood and lane 
Beneath his downy counterpane. 
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NIGHT SONG 


O not sing of the restless day 
With its wiles that steal men’s hearts away, 
Not of striving for wealth and gold, 
These things are empty and dry and cold ; 
Not of the battle fires shining bright ; 
Singer, sing me the song of the night. 


Sing of the heavens solemn and vast, 

Of the moonlight mantle o’er earth that is cast, 
For voices sweeter than new-born flowers 
Whisper to me in the silent hours, 

And the mystic darkness to me is light, 

So, singer, sing me the song of the night. 


RIDING THE WEST WIND 


N the land of long ago, 

Where the freshest waters flow, 
Where the fairest maidens dwell, 
And the rainbows bright they sell, 
Lived a boy, who in a tree 
Had his dwelling, wild and free. 
Long ago I knew him well, 

Tenant of the wood and dell ; 
Once we lay among the grass 
When the west wind chanced to pass, 
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With his rosy wings aflame, 

Softly, silently he came. 

By a silver stream’s clear brink 
Down he flung himself to drink, 
Then the wood-boy with a bound 
Sprang up from the mossy ground, 
Leapt upon the west wind’s back, 
While I gasped and wailed alack ! 
With a cry that echoed clear, 

Full of rage and full of fear, 

Up he madly leapt, and then 
Tossed the wood-boy down again, 
Like a cage bird newly free, 

Like a ripple of the sea, 

Through the land the west wind sped, 
O’er the mountains high he fled, 
While by valley, wood and lake 
Came the wood-boy in his wake, 
Followed fast and followed long, 
Singing still a triumph song. 

Soon the autumn died away, 

And at last came winter gray : 
Tired the west wind’s light feet grew, 
Slower, slower on he flew, 

Panting with the desperate race, 
Wayward victim of the chase. 
Then, with one wild shout of joy, 
On his back there sprang the boy, 
Tossing back his raven hair 
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As they leapt into the air, 

Through the sunset faint and far, 
Past the solemn evening star, 

Till a cloud, all dark and gray, 

Hid them from my sight away ; 

But, one evening in the rain, 

Going to my window-pane, 
Through the gathering mists of night, 
Through the shadow and the light, 
O’er the cloud hills of the sky 
There I saw them passing by, 

For a moment, through the rain, 
Then they vanished once again. 

But the wood-folks long will tell 
How the boy of hill and dell 

Chased the west wind, wild and gay, 
Sprang upon his back at day, 

Rode right through the heavens fair 
Far away to anywhere. 


FEBRUARY 


HO brought the flowers, the first flowers, 
The fairest of the year ? 
Who wove a web of rainbow mists, 
Of dreams and dewdrops clear ? 
Who taught the birds to sing again, 
The weary earth to cheer ? 
February. 
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Who blew a honeysuckle horn 

To waken buds so green ? 

Who played sweet fairy music 

On a harp of silver sheen ? 

Who coaxed the flowers to spring again 

Where once the snow had been ? 
February. 


Whose face beamed lovely through a mist 
Of rainbow-tinted showers ? 
Who rode upon the flying winds ? 
Who brought the sunny hours ? 
Who, if we but had eyes to see, 
Is lovelier than flowers ? 
February. 


GOLD 


MISER may hoard his gold by day, 
And watch over it by night, 


And never be gladder, indeed the sadder, 

From having the coins so bright. 

But the real true gold, the redder gold, 

The gold of the pixies wild, 

Is the gold of the flowers and the bright sunny hours, 
And the golden hair of a child. 
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PIXY PEDLARS 


HROUGH the red sunset out of the west, 
Over the mountains lying at rest, 
Come the troop of dream pixies at evening airy, 
Swift as a thought from the land of the fairy. 
Crying dreams to sell, 
Sweet dreams to sell ; 
Bubbles and beauty and dreams to sell. 
* Who'll buy, who’ll buy ? ” 
The pedlars cry, 
** Who'll come and buy our dreams ?” 


Out of the houses, over the street, 
Hark to the children’s pattering feet ; 
Romping and tumbling heels over head, 
For little dream candles to light them to bed. 
Crying, “‘ Show us your dreams, 
Oh, show us your dreams ; 
Dear little pedlars, show us your dreams.” 
“ We'll buy, we’ll buy,” 
The children cry : 
“We'll come and buy your dreams.” 
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BABY 


PEEP of morning sunrise, 
A drop of earliest dew, 
A bit of dimpled laughter, 
Baby, that is you. 


A swift-winged swallow flying, 
A newly-opened rose, 

A butterfly of summer 

That twinkles as it goes. 


A star from out the heavens, 
A kiss that’s earned by few, 
A ripple of the sea-shore, 
Baby, that is you. 


A FAIRY SONG 


IKE a wind among the trees, 
Like the sighing of a breeze, 
Like a dream that came true, 
I can see the fairies winging, 
Hear their harps of silver ringing, 
I can listen to their singing 
In the vault of heaven blue. 
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Like the murmur of the waves, 
Like the moaning of the caves, 
Like a sigh that is sighed, 

I can hear the fairy feet 

Dancing down the cobbled street, 
Hear their elfin laughter sweet, 
In the drowsy bright noontide. 


What the older folks can’t see 

It is all revealed to me, 

Clear as dewdrops at eve ; 

You may cross the magic strand, 
See the dells and castles grand 
You may enter fairy-land 

If you only will believe. 


THE DREAM SHIP 


OOK away to the sunset, 
Into the crimson west, 

Into the sea of glory, 

Where the sun is sinking to rest. 


Cannot you see a-floating, 
Over a sea of dew, 
A ship, whose sail is a rose leaf, 


Whose mast is a dream come true ? 
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Who would think that a vessel 
Lovely and gay as she 

Was a pirate ship and a robber, 
That sailed on a misty sea. 


The shining light at the mast-head 
Throws down its silvery beams, 

As she carries the hearts of children 
Into the land of dreams. 


Now gather around me, babies, 

And listen to what I say : 

When the ship sails in at the window 
To carry your hearts away, 


Ere you see that fairy lantern 

Up at her dim mast-head, 

And hear the star-waves dancing, 
Be fast asleep in bed. 
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THE WITCH’S DAUGHTER 


N the dim, uncertain moonlight, 

In the hour between night and day, 
The cunning king of the fairies 
Stole the child of the witch away ; 
She was as bright as the morning, 
And as fair as the evening star, 
And her heart was as gold as the golden sun 
That shines in the sky afar ; 
But she went to sleep in the forest, 
In the evening and morning hour, 
When the moon is slowly waning 
The king of the elves has power. 
Down in the depth of the forest, 
Under the elfin hill, 
Changed to a golden image 
She stands by a marble rill ; 
And none but a child can wake her, 
A girl with golden hair, 
Who kneels at her feet in the moonlight, 
Down in that chamber rare. 


The children eagerly listened 

As they clustered around the fire, 

To the tale the old dame told them 
They listened with keen desire ; 

But Marjory lingered longest 

Round her grandmother’s cosy knee, 
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For Marjory’s hair was golden, 

And clustered wild and free. 

“Oh ! Granny,” she shyly whispered, 

“ Do you think that the elfin hill 

Is down in the dark gray forest 

That stands by the silver rill ?” 

““ Why, maybe it is,” she answered, 

“ But you ever may know it, dear, 

By the great high crimson toadstools 
That grow there all the year ; 

When the moon hangs low behind it, 
And the birds have gone to rest, 

After the hour of sunset, 

The hour that the fays love best, 

When the evening breeze is sighing, 
And the shadows are low and long, 
And the tallest and highest pine-tree 

Is whispering a mournful song, 

When the elves and the fays are dancing, 
The dance of the fairy ring, 

Then the door of the hill is open, 

And mortals may enter in... . 

But the crimson sun is setting,” 

The quaint old grandmother said ; 

“ And you, like your brothers and sisters, 
Must hurry and go to bed.” 

“Oh! Granny, just one more question : 
How can you break the spell 

Once you have found the elfin hill 
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Deep in the woodland dell ?” 

“You must find the pixies’ meadow, 
*Tis up in the sky so blue, 

And fill the cup of a sweet bluebell 
With a drop of the goblins’ dew. 

To reach this strange blue meadow 

You must climb the dust-man’s stair, 

It lies through the gate of the land of dreams. 
A wonderful land of air. 

When the bluebell cup is brimming, 
Leap from the edge of the sky, 

And down in the land of mortals 

You’ll find yourself by-and-by. 

Up in the tallest pine-tree 

Is the nest of the Dragon Dream, 

Each year she lays a golden egg, 

As bright as a sunny beam ; 

You must climb this lofty pine-tree 
When the hours of midnight chime, 
And steal the egg from the dragon’s nest 
When the night is in its prime. 

When the fairy men are dancing 

In the glades so dark and still, 

With the dragon’s egg and the pixy dew 
Enter the elfin hill ; 

On the feet of the golden lady 

Sprinkle the goblin dew, 

Lay the egg in her outstretched hand, 
And she will awake anew ; 
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But see that you do not linger 
Down in that court so bright, 
For the fairy king and his subjects small 
Return at the close of night.” 


Marjory listened breathless 

‘Lo the tale that her grandmother told, 
And over her childish shoulders 
Tumbled her locks of gold. 

Taking a lighted lantern, 

Donning her cloak of green, 

Out of that lonely cottage 

Softly she slipped unseen, 

Out in the cold dim twilight 

Fast did her footsteps go, 

With only the stars to see her, 

And only the wind to know ; 

She stooped and picked a bluebell, 
A bluebell large and fair, 

And now to find the land of dreams 
And climb the dust-man’s stair. 


She reached the dark gray forest, 

And stood ’mid trees so high ; 

Their branches twined above her head, 
Till she could not see the sky, 

And in the gloom and darkness 

Her lantern, once so bright, 

On withered leaves and mossy trunk 
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Shed a strange and eerie light. 
Just then the bushes parted, 

And suddenly she stood 

Before two marble pillars 

That rose within the wood. 

On shining rainbow letters 

There danced her lantern beams, 
And as she stopped to read them 
They spelt “The Land of Dreams ”’ ; 
But, how this land to enter 

She pondered deep and long, 

For she must pass the portal, 
And the lock was fast and strong. 
Upon one massive pillar 

She laid her fingers white, 

And lo ! the door swung open 
And showed a land of light. 
Now, try to think the fairies 

Had stolen from the blue 

The arch of every rainbow 

And covered them with dew. 
Imagine pixy pedlars, 

In bright and sunny weather, 
Had taken buds and leaves and flowers 
And mixed them all together ; 
But none could e’er imagine 

The light and joy and song 

That in the land of happy dreams 
Reigneth the whole day long. 
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Marjory never lingered, 

And never paused to look, 

Until she found the dust-man’s stair 
Down by a silver brook. 

A misty, twisty stair it was, 

And mounted high, so high, 

But Marjory climbed it step by step, 
Until she reached the sky. 


Out across the twilight 

The goblins’ meadow lay, 

While all the little star flowers 

Were shining bright as day ; 

She stooped and filled the bluebell 

With drops of shining dew, 

Then looked around to find the edge 

Of the wonderful field of blue. 

The field was flat and sprinkled 

With starry lanterns bright, 

And in the midst the moon-boat hung 
To give the meadow light. 

But though she searched and searched for it, 
And ran and lingered, too, 

She could not find the very edge 

Of the elfin field of blue, 

Until she plucked a star flower 

To make her pathway light ; 

Then she leaped from the edge of the sky 
Into the purple night. 
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Down, down among the red clouds, 
Born of the setting sun, 

Marjory floated gently 

Just as the day was done. 

Down through the misty darkness, 
Down through the starry beams, 
Till at last she stood in the forest 
At the gate of the Land of Dreams. 
She wandered ’neath the tall trees, 
The tall trees dark and still, 

When at last she came upon 

A small and mossy hill, 

And growing all around it, 

And on the hill so green, 

Were great high crimson toadstools, 
The tallest ever seen. 

They raised their slender, stately forms 
As high as Marjory’s knee. 

“ I’m sure it is the elfin hill,” 

She cried aloud with glee ; 

* But oh! I wish I knew the way 
To the highest pine-tree grand.” 
Just then she heard a little voice 
That came from close at hand : 

“‘ Five score and twenty paces 

Take towards the setting sun, 

And you should reach the pine-tree 
Before the day is done.” 

She turned her face to the westward 
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And took the paces fast, 

Underneath the tree so high, 

At eve she stood at last. 

Up among the sunset clouds 

Into the sky of blue 

The branches rose like sentinels dim, 
Till they were lost to view. 

But oh! the trunk was very thick 
And very high and tall, 

While any branch that she could reach 
Was only thin and small. 

A little voice came on the breeze : 

“ Tl help you if I may,” 

And turning round, to her relief, 

She saw a spider gray. 

“ [Il spin a rope of silver sheen,” 
The kindly spider said, 

“That shall be strong as giant rocks, 
Yet dainty as a thread.” 

She took a little spinning wheel 

Of fairy silver fine, 

And underneath the golden moon 
She spun a long, long line. 

“* Now,” she said when it was done, 
“ T'll call a pixy wee 

To fly with it and tie it 

On the branches of a tree.” 

“ But what can I reward you with ?” 
Cried Marjory at last, 
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When hanging from the topmost bough 
The ladder was made fast. 

“T wish,” replied the spider, 

“That you would trace for me 

Three crosses with a stone-head 

Upon this fallen tree.” 

Marjory took the stone-head 

And marked the crosses gray, 

But ere she could begin the third 
They vanished quite away ; 

And in their place two little shoes, 

As blue as summer skies, 

Stood twinkling on the moss-grown trunk 
Before her very eyes. 

Marjory stooped to look at them, 
Dainty were they and sweet, 

So she took one in either hand 

And put them on her feet. 

But oh ! the moment they were on, 
To Marjory’s dismay, 

From out the shelter of the trees 

She danced far, far away ; 

And though she strove to struggle back 
The blue shoes bore her on, 

Dancing, dancing towards the west, 
And murmuring a song. 
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THE SHOE SONG 


When the sun’s behind the heather, 
She who wears the shoes of blue, 
Shall dance and dance for ever 
Over fields all touched with dew. 


Where the drowsy poppies bend 

She shall dance through shine and shade 
Until she reaches world’s end, 

There to rest in fairy glade. 


Poor Marjory fain would linger 

Among the mosses cool, 

But no, the shoes went dancing on 

Past many a gleaming pool, 

Until at last, when all the sky 

Was red with sunset’s glow, 

She sank beneath an ancient tree, 

All white with fairy snow. 

(Fairy snow is a blossom white 

That grows on oak trees tall, 

Where the old gray gnomes of the forest dark 
Cradle their babies small.) 

Marjory slept beneath it, 

All through the dark night long, 

While the baby elves, in their cradles white, 
Sang her a gentle song. 


Star SONG 


There is many a fairy 

In this forest dim, 

Some are kind and airy, 
Some are cruel and grim. 


And the spider mother 
Rules the bad elves gray ; 
She’s a witch, none other 
Hides in caves by day. 


Now these elves are twining 
Traps in which you'll fall, 

But the evening star is shining 
And he sees all. 


O’er the hilltops airy 
See his gleaming eye 
Watching greatest fairy, 
Smallest butterfly. 


Then cast fear behind you, 
For he loves the brave : 

In his arms he’ll hide you, 
He your life will save. 


Now these elves are twining 
Traps in which you’ll fall, 

But the evening star is shining, 
And he sees all. 
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When Marjory woke at daybreak, 
The dreaded shoes of blue 

Forced her to rise and dance away 
Across the fields of dew ; 

But up among the cloud mists 

So very pale and far, 

Half hid by beams of sunshine, 
She saw the evening star. 

Over the open meadows, 

Along the moorland brown, 
Across the hills to anywhere 

She glided up and down. 

But when the shadows darkening 
Foretold the close of day, 

She found that she was whirling 
Across a meadow-way. 

As Marjory danced she noticed 
That many toadstool rings 

Were standing in the moonlight 
Like misty, fairy things. 

As she neared the largest 

Her dancing shoes grew still, 
While she across the meadow 
Might wander at her will. 

She pulled them from her aching feet 
And flung them far away, 

Then sank within the toadstool ring 
To sleep till dawn of day. 

The night was still and silent, 
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While in the misty sky 

A crescent moon was shining, 
Suspended, oh ! so high. 

Old drowsy earth was sleeping, 
Except the wind so free, 

Who wandering through the stillness 
Was whispering warningly : 

Perhaps that same wind heard it, 
The music, low yet clear, 

Now soft and in the distance, 

And now distinct and near. 

The heather bells all tinkled, 
Awakened by the sound ; 

The glow-worms showed their lanterns, 
To light the country round ; 

Then through the wondrous music 
A voice was heard by some 

Cry to wee unseen people 

Three times : “‘ Come, fairies, come.” 
"Twas then the silent landscape, 
That seemed so gray and old, 
Turned to a hive of fairies, 

All glittering and gold. 

Each gorse flower showed a pixy, 
The pebbles lived again, 

From every bell of heather 

Sprang tiny elfin men. 

Round and round the sleeping child 
They circled slowly now, 
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Then dancing faster, faster, 

Upon the hillside brow ; 

While one wee man in cap of red, 
And suit of morning dew, 

Tripped swifter far than all the rest, 
And led the singing too. 


Fairy SONG 


Dreaming through the silent night, 
Dreaming, dreaming on, 

Wrapped around by the magic night, 
By the wonderful silvery music light 
Of fairy spell and song. 


Dreaming in the enchanted ring, 
Dreaming ’neath the moon, 

Never hearing we fairies sing, 

Never feeling our strange spell cling, 
But she shall feel it soon. 


At length they ceased their dancing, 
And the wee red-capped fay 
Stepped up upon a toadstool, 
And pulled his beard so gray. 

He said, ‘‘ We'll call the spider 

To change this child we’ve found, 


Into a web of silken sheen 


To wrap we fays around.” 
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Helen, aged 10 


He lifted up a little wand 

As black as midnight dim, 

But ere it rose above his head 

”*T was snatched away from him. 

A silver hand all strange and fair 
Touched Marjory’s forehead bright, 
She opened wide her sleepy eyes 
And gazed to left and right. 

An awful voice came murmuring, 
The fairies trembling lay, 

While silver beams from the evening star 
Lifted the child away ; 

Raised slowly, ever upwards, 
Towards twilight’s misty throne, 
Till earth was left far, far behind, 
And she was all alone. 

It seemed to Marjory’s fancy, 

From every cloud so white, 

Strange faces peered and mocked at her, ~ 
And tried to stay her flight ; 

But unseen hands were guiding, 
And soon the cloud mists gray 
Faded within the distance, 

Like mountains far away ; 

While through the midnight stillness 
Marjory floated on 

Until, from out the gloaming, came 
The music of a song. 
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SONG 


Still is the night and clear, 
Low are the songs of the sky, 
Songs that so few can hear, 
They sound like a lullaby. 


Deep is the night and dark, 

Sweet is the song of the air, 

While the moon like a fairy barque 
Is sailing to anywhere. 


Full is the night of sound, 
Full of the pixy song, 
Echoing all around, 
Gentle and low and long. 


Full is the night of love : 
Hark to the nightingale ! 
Singing below, above, 

Still the same wondrous tale. 


Full is the night of dreams, 
Beautiful dreams and sweet, 
Ride on the bright moon-beams, 
Resting your weary feet. 


Marjory longed to linger, 
But on she had to go, 
Pulled by the gentle, kindly hands, 
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Straight towards a misty glow, 

And as the light drew nearer 

She saw a ship so fair, 

With mast of gold and silver sails 
Rocked in a sea of air. 

Stepping aboard the fairy craft 
("Twas shaped like a crescent moon), 
Off they sailed through the silent night, 
Over a blue lagoon. 

A wind that breathed from out the air 
Swelled up the silvery sail, 

While a little lantern, red and bright, 
Shone at the mast-head pale ; 

The foam waves danced and sparkled, 
While Marjory, glancing down, 

Saw tiny faces peeping, 

So kind and wee and brown, 

And tiny elfin people 

Ran swifter than the gale 

To clear a path of silver 

Down which the ship might sail. 

The dainty fays with cobwebs 
Marjory’s face to fan, 

Came by, and at the mast-head sat 

A wee, wee fairy-man. 

The pale red dawn was shining 

Far in the east away, 

When pixy leant from his lofty perch 
And called to the child so gay : 
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“* Look over the edge,” he shouted ; 

“€ Quick ! see the comet bright ” ; 
And Marjory glanced o’er the side so dim, 
Into the cloud mists white. 

The wicked little fairy 

Gave her a push—and then 

She fell down, down from out the sky, 
Followed by elfin men. 

She could not see the evening star, 
And closed her eyes with fear, 

While many baby fleecy clouds 
Turned black as they drew near, 

At last her feet touched firm earth, 
And then poor Marjory found 

She stood alone on a great black cliff, 
With cold gray mist around, 

And through the mist came murmuring, 
So soft she scarce could hear, 

The whisper of the little waves 

That broke on the shingle near : 

And as she stood and listened 

The murmur grew to song, 

Until it was a swelling tune, 

That echoed sweet and long. 
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SONG 


Oh for the sea, the glorious sea, 

For the white-winged ships that are sailing free, 
For smiling sunbeams and waters blue, 

And mermaids playing with morning dew. 


Oh for the sea, the splendid sea, 
There’s never a robber so bold as he; 
He’ll wreck the grandest ship afloat, 
And spare the fisherman’s crazy boat. 


Oh for the sea, the foamy sea, 

One moment angry, then full of glee, 
One moment sinking a wondrous fleet, 
Then tumbling over a child’s pink feet. 


Oh for the sea, the beautiful sea, 

So great and splendid, so wide and free, 
Obeying ever serene and true 

The will of one, but I know not who. 


Across the rolling ocean 

The last notes died away, 

And through the mist the crimson sun 
Rose up to herald day. 

Marjory thought a thousand winds 
Were blowing everywhere, 

When misty hands took hold of her, 
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And bore her through the air. 
Slowly she floated down again, 
Until at last she stood 

Beneath the highest pine-tree 
Within the magic wood. 

The ladder that the spider spun 
Still hung from very high, 

But ere the child could touch it 

A voice from out the sky 

Came whispering low this message : 
‘* Touch not the ladder there, 

The spider weaves black magic, 
Beware, beware, beware.” 

Marjory gasped and gazed around, 
But nothing could she see 

Except the flowers, the grasses green, 
And the great high towering tree, 
Until behind a bush she spied, 

And trembled at the sight, 

The wicked old gray spider, 

With eyes all green and bright. 
“Climb up that ladder, dearie,” 
The wily spider said ; 

““ You'll reach the pine-tree’s lofty top 
Before the sun is red.” 

Marjory grasped the tree-trunk 
And hid her face with fear, 
Evening seemed dark and gloomy, 
The wood a prison drear. 
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But when she raised her head to look, 
The spider forward came 

Holding a little pointed spear, 

Its wicked eyes aflame. 

Marjory, white with terror, 

Fell on the mosses gray, 

And bravely cried, “ I will not climb. 
Go, wicked witch, away.” 

She lay, her face upon the sod, 

To rise she did not dare, 

Until a gentle silver voice 

Came floating on the air : 

“ Look away in the distance far, 

Have you forgotten the evening star ? 
He’s saved you once, and will save you again, 
From the terrible power of pixy men.” 
Marjory felt a thrill of hope, 

She never yet had known ; 

She raised her head and quickly saw 
That she was all alone, 

Until, with fluttering of wings, 

A cloud of blue-birds bright, 

Like breezes small or moon-beams dim, 
Came gliding through the night. 

They floated down to Marjory’s feet, 
Then came a voice so wee : 

“‘ Lie down upon their wings,” it said, 
“They'll bear you up the tree.” 

She laid upon the fleecy down 
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And up the blue-birds flew, 
Through the red sunset’s glory, 
Across the heavens blue. 

Marjory found her bed so soft, 
Eve was so still and deep, 

That her drowsy eyes grew heavy, 
Soon she was fast asleep. 
Midnight came dark and starless, 
Only the moon to light, 

But still the magic birds of blue 
Sped onward through the night. 
Yet when the wind came whispering 
That lovely dawn was near, 

She still could hardly see the top 
Of the pine-tree tall and queer. 
When the first streaks of daylight 
Crept o’er the dusky skies, 

And in the far-off distance 

Morn rubbed her sleepy eyes, 
Marjory stretched her hand out 
And caught the pine-tree tight, 
Swung herself ’mid the branches, 
Like caverns dark as night ; 

Wee faces peered from out the gloom, 
But Marjory did not see, 

Or hear the mocking laughter 

As they danced around in glee. 
She climbed along a dingy path 
That sloped an up-hill way, 
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But oh, it was so tiring, 

She longed for rest to stay. 

And yet a voice so gentle 

Still urged her on and on, 

Ever repeating, ‘‘ Do not stop ” 
In a half-chanted song. 

At last she stepped upon a path 
As narrow as could be, 

And Marjory found it ran along 
The edge of the great pine-tree. 
She felt her knees were trembling, 
And when she glanced below 
From out the mist wreaths springing, 
Strange forms seemed to grow ; 
But when with fear and weakness 
She felt she could not stand, 
Along the narrow pathway 
Appeared a shining hand ; 

And from its slender fingers 
Floated a silver thread : 

“ Take it and hold it, Marjory,”’ 
A low sweet voice then said. 
Marjory grasped the line, and when 
Its misty shape she bore, 

She felt new hope and courage 
And journeyed on once more ; 
Then, as she turned a corner, 
Right straight before her lay 

A nest of fir-tree branches, 
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All strong and huge and gray, 

And in the nest there lay an egg, 
Like a sunbeam shining bright, 

But just as Marjory picked it up, 

A shriek came through the night, 
And through the darkness flashing 
The dreadful dragon came, 

Whose breath was smoke and fire, 
Whose eyes burned like a crimson flame. 
Marjory grasped the silver thread 
And would not let it go, 

Although she scarce could hold it, 
Her hand was trembling so ; 

But when the sky grew darker 

With the shade of the dragon’s wing, 
“Twine, twine the thread around your waist, 
A tiny voice did sing. 

Marjory twined the line around, 
Then down she seemed to fly, 
Holding the egg in one small hand, 
She floated through the sky. 

Marjory closed her eyes until 

The kindly earth came near, 

She floated ’mid the forest trees, 

All strange and green and queer, 

And when she stood upon the ground 
She spied a new tree green, 

But lo, the magic silver thread 

Was nowhere to be seen, 
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Marjory stood with egg and dew 
Beneath the pine-tree gray, 

But when the elfin hill was sought 
She found she’d lost her way ; 

So through the forest dark and old 
She wandered on and on, 

Until across the twilight came 

The music of a song. 


SONG 


And did they say you withered, 
Oh beautiful flowers of May, 

Like butterflies sweet, kissing the feet, 

And pink dimpled hands of the children who meet, 
Amongst you to sport and play. 


And did they say you vanished, 
Wonderful flowers rare, 

Brighter than dew, up in the blue, 

You live once again with the sun peeping through, 
The arch of your rainbow fair. 


Scarce had the sweet strains ceased to sound, 
And the music died away, 

Than Marjory came to an open glade, 

All green and sweet and gay ; 

It was the early autumn time, 

Yet in that glade so fair 
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Blossoms of summer and of spring 
Were nodding everywhere. 

The breeze that fanned her heated cheeks 
Came from the west afar, 

And o’er the tree-tops Marjory saw 

The smiling evening star. 

From all the loveliest flowers there smiled 
A tiny fairy face, 

While fruits of every season grew 

In that enchanted place. 

The stars could shine in bluest day 

As well as in the night, 

So now they gleamed above the glade 
Although the sun was bright. 

Marjory laughed with glad surprise, 

But soon her voice was mute, 

For on a toadstool tall she saw 

A boy who played a flute ; 

And at the magic silver sound 

The very streams grew still, 

Far lovelier was this fairy song 

Than tune of vale or hill. 

The rabbits peeped from out their holes, 
The trees bent down to hear, 

While Marjory, enchanted still, 

Held by that music clear. 

At first he played a dreamy tune, 

With fingers moving slow, 

It seemed silence breathed the song, 
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So soft it was, so low. 

It told of misty moonlight dells, 

Of shadows dark and long, 

And children round their mothers’ knee, 
Hearing another song. 

And then the music turned away 
From night, so strange and still, 
And sang of joyous sunny days, 

Of wind and wood and hill, 

Until at last the music ceased 

And the sweet song was done, 
While the last echoes floated up 

To greet the golden sun. 

The wood-boy cast his flute aside 
And laughed aloud in glee, 

The softest western breeze was not 
So beautiful as he. 

For in his eyes there gleamed a look 
That on the whole earth smiled, 
And seemed to speak of all things good, 
Or wonderful or wild ; 

His hair was black as raven’s wing, 
His face was pure and bright, 

And round his waist a belt of leaves 
Burned with a strange pale light. 
His naked feet that restless moved 
Among the toadstools there, 
Seemed longing to arise and spring 
Away to anywhere. 
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But as he turned to bound away 

O’er moor and fen and rill, 

Marjory gasped : “‘ Oh! could you tell 
The way to the elfin hill ?” 

He bowed his head and handed her 

A silver arrow small, 

Then vanished quite, ere she could ask 
The meaning of it all. 

But written on the arrow was, 

In words that seemed to glow, 

“* Follow the charm, for it will lead 
Where’er you want to go.” 

Marjory held the arrow high, 

It twisted to the right, 

So on she journeyed through the wood 
Until ’twas nearly night ; 

Then, when the moon was rising, 

And night was dark and still, 

At last she stood beside it, 

The magic elfin hill. 

*Twas not till after midnight 

That out the fairies crept, 

So Marjory hid behind a bush 

And softly, soundly slept. 

She never knew what wakened her, 
Perhaps it was the sound 

Of tiny feet a-marching 

Across the mossy ground ; 

But when she reasoned clearly 
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She sat as still as still, 

For a golden door stood open 

On the side of the elfin hill. 

And through the doorway passing, 
With laughter and with song, 

The fairy court came dancing 

In a gleaming, glittering throng ; 

So light they moved their dainty feet 
Ne’er touched the ground at all, 

They waved aloft their rainbow wings, 
Each held a lantern small. 

Like butterflies they floated past, 

And some sweet ancient song 
Hovered a moment in their midst 
And then the elves were gone— 

All gone, but still the magic door 
Stood open, free and wide ; 

Marjory faltered, turned to look, 

And then she stepped inside. 

A long, dark passage stretched in front, 
Lit only by the rays 

Of flickering glow-worm candles small, 
The lanterns of the fays. 

As Marjory turned a corner 

She saw before her hung 

A veil of darkest shadows 

That from the low roof swung ; 

But when she strove to draw aside 
The flimsy curtain light, 
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It twined itself around her wrist 

And held her firm and tight. 

Marjory could not free herself, 

To move her hand meant pain, 

So fast the bonds were twined around, 
Her struggles all were vain. 

Till by mistake she flashed the egg, 
And lo, the curtain gray 

Was rent in twain by magic power, 
And at her feet it lay. 

Marjory never glanced at it, 

She did not move or call, 

For straight in front a great brass door 
Blocked up the pathway small. 
Although she strove to draw the bolts 
It still stood fast and strong, 

And would not open till ’twas touched 
By the wood-boy’s arrow long ; 

Then Marjory on a wondrous scene 
Gazed with fear and awe, 

Yet pleasure gleamed within her eyes 
At the strange, still sight she saw. 
Beside her, high above, below, 

Were piles and piles of gold, 

Whilst costly jewels were scattered round, 
Rich satins fold on fold. 

There was no breeze in all that place, 
No sun to smile so bright, 

Although the gold that lay around 
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Gave a strange unearthly light. 
The trees were laden all with fruit 
That temptingly hung low, 

Yet each was but a priceless gem 
That seemed to shine and glow : 
The earth was all of silver fine, 
While underneath a tree 

A golden man was standing, 
With eyes that seemed to see. 
Marjory gave a frightened start, 
For soft and low and long 
Across that silent room she heard 
The first strains of a song. 


SONG 


Soft are the winds of the earth 

That sigh o’er the meadows a-flowering, 
In the sunset they have their birth 
From the great wide world a-cowering. 


Ever they wander on 

*Mid children and butterflies, 
Till the flickering day is gone, 
And the moon hangs in the skies. 


On through the misty night, 
Over the woodland sailing, 
Under the stars so white, 
Laughing and then bewailing. 
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Dancing on noiseless feet, 
Under the twilight sky ; 

Soft as the dreams they meet, 
Ever to fly and fly. 


The music faltered now, 

And the last plaintive strain 

Rose to a sobbing sigh, 

Then died away again. 

But each bright silver bell 

And every golden tree 

Had caught the magic strain 

And the note of witchery. 

Marjory looked in every place 

To find the witch’s child, 

But could not see the enchanted maid 
In all that chamber wild 

Until she spied a little door 

Beside a pearly brook, 

Half-hidden by the priceless gems, 
And fast she ran to look. 

”T was not so large as Marjory’s hand, 
She touched it near the rim, 

And as it swung wide open 

She saw a chamber dim ; 

And when she tried to clamber through 
The opening, oh, so small, 

It vanished, so that she was free 

To step right through the wall. 
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Into that room so dull and gray 

No outward light could creep, 

And yet a flickering misty glow 

Burned in a corner deep. 

Marjory in a moment saw 

From where this strange light came, 
For in the midst a woman’s shape 
Burned with a golden flame. 

“The witch’s daughter!” Marjory cried ; 
“Oh yes, it must be she ! ” 

And kneeling at the statue’s feet 

She laughed for very glee. 

She scattered dew upon the feet, 

And in the hand she laid 

The Dragon’s egg, and for her toil 

Felt she was well repaid. 

And then a mist o’er Marjory’s eyes 
Rose, and she could not see, 

But sank upon the cold, hard floor 

In dreamy reverie. 

She lay for what she thought was hours, 
”T was really moments four, 

But when at last the spell had gone 
The statue was no more : 

And in its place a maiden stood, 

Far lovelier than I tell, 

Whose eyes were wondrous as the moon 
That shines o’er hill and dell. 

Marjory could not see her dress, 
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For from her head so fair, 

Covering all except her face, 

Was splendid midnight hair ; 

Hair soft as evening’s dewy mist, 
Mysterious as the night, 

Yet filled the whole apartment 

With streaming beams of light. 

Such gratitude was in her eyes, 

Yet never a word spoke she, 

And Marjory, wondering, took her hand 
And said, ‘‘ Now you are free.” 

The witch-maid touched her lips 
With a ring that glimmered bright 
Upon the second finger 

Of her left hand, fair and white ; 
And then her tongue seemed loosed, 
For in a voice so soft and sweet 

She told to Marjory many things 

I cannot here repeat. 

Together towards the door they stepped, 
But Marjory cried “ Oh dear ! 

The gate has vanished quite away, 
And we are prisoners here.” 

And yet the witch-maid only smiled, 
Her golden ring she took 

And threw it in a corner far, 

“‘ And now,” she whispered, “ look.” 
Marjory gazed across the room, 

Still all was dark as night, 
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Until in that same corner 

Appeared a strange blue light. ‘ 
It grew until it filled the room 

With waving mists so pale, 

Like some thin flimsy curtain 

Tossed by the evening’s gale ; 

Then, as they watched, within the light 
Appeared a manikin wee, 

With beard that curled around his feet 
And eyes that laughed with glee ; 

He bowed his head down to his feet, 
And then the witch-maid fair 

Said, “‘ Take us to the golden room, 
No time have we to spare.” 

“ Hold tightly to my beard,” he said, 

“‘ And you shall soon be there.” 

A moment and again they stood 
Among the treasure rare ; 

* But why,” cried Marjory, “‘ did you not 
Ask to be ’neath the moon, 

Among the shadows and the trees ? 
The elves will find us soon.” 

“« Nay,” said the maid, “ that could not be, 
The goblin spell is strong, 

And I must free my own true love 
Before the night is gone. 

Look, there he stands beneath that tree, 
And cannot live until 

A child with hair the shade of yours 
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Enters the elfin hill, 

And finds a harp that’s hidden—Where ? 
Ah, that I cannot tell.” 

** Tl go,” cried Marjory, “ I will try ; 
Now, lovely maid, farewell.” 


Marjory ran across the hall 

And found a passage gray, 

But as she wandered on and on, 
Longer than she could say, 

She could not see the golden harp 
Till suddenly she found 

That straight in front the passage stopped, 
So, sad, she turned around ; 

Then in the wall she spied a niche, 
She touched it with her hand, 

And as a little door swung wide, 
Gazed on the harp so grand. 
Marjory caught it in her arms 

And ran on feet so light, 

With happy heart until she came 
Back to the jewel room bright. 

In answer to her laughing hail 

The witch-maid forward sprang, 
And bidding Marjory shut her eyes 
Walked towards the golden man. 
What happened when her eyes were closed 
Marjory could not tell, 

For down she sank beside a tree, 
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Held by the same sleep spell ; 

But next she knew the image still 

Was gone, and in its place 

There stood a tall and stately man 
With joyful, shining face. 

** And so,” he said to Marjory, 

“Tis you who saved us here, 

I thank you more than I can say, 

And freedom now is near, 

So, may I give—”’ but here he paused, 
And fast each heart did beat, 

For clear they heard across the gloom 
The sound of fairy feet. 

*“‘ Quick,” cried the maid, “ give me the harp, 
And hide within my hair.” 

“* Nay, never,” said the prince, “‘ I stand 
Beside you everywhere.” 

They waited but a moment 

Before the pixies came, 

Ahead there stepped the fairy king, 
Whose eyes were flashing flame ; 

But ere the elves could think at all, 

Or could one short word say, 

The witch-maid struck a golden chord, 
And then began to play. 

A wild, enchanting tune it was, 

A song of dawning light, 

Of graceful nodding lilies, 

And swallows in their flight, 
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Of sunbeams fair, of sweet May-day, 
Of silver, tapping rain, 

And soon the whole proud fairy court 
Were dancing to the strain. 

Oh, never was there such a scene, 
The misty, crowded room, 

And every tiny pixy man 

Whirling amid the gloom, 

And in the midst the witch-maid fair, 
Her deep eyes full of truth, 

Her tresses waving like a cloak, 
Singing the song of ‘‘ Youth.” 

She touches now the harp’s gold chords, 
Slower, and yet more slow, 

The music speaks of dreamy things, 
The things of long ago, 

Of misty moonlight o’er the land, 

Of silent moor and hill, 

And as the fairies listened 

Their dancing feet grew still. 

Soft sang the maid of mother love, 
Of wave, and star so dim, 

Of silent ships that scarcely move 
Across the ocean’s rim ; 

Until at last with gentle step 

Came silence, soft and deep, 

The harp was hushed, 

Her voice grew still, 

The elves were all asleep. 
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Fast, fast they sped across the hall, 
And through each passage-way, 

Until at last they stood beneath 

The pine-trees tall and gray. 

The Prince bent down, in Marjory’s hand 
He laid a golden spell, 

A tiny brooch, all glittering bright, 
Then bowing, said ‘‘ Farewell.” 

He put a whistle to his lips 

And blew three times so clear, 

Then in the farthest eastern skies 

A red cloud did appear. 

Across the dusky twilight shades 

It floated and it flew, 

Until it seemed a rose-leaf boat 
Launched on a sea of blue. 

*T was poised above the pine-trees gray 
One moment and no more, 

Then down it floated silently, 

Down to the woodland floor. 

One last kiss the witch-maid fair 
Printed on Marjory’s brow, 

Once more the prince expressed his thanks 
With courtly word and bow, 

And then aboard the fairy craft 

They stepped, and soft winds blew. 
The lark began his morning chant 

As up the vessel flew. 
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Marjory climbed an old oak tree 

And gazed into the sky, 

Where through the clouds and clinging mists 
The pale ship floated by. 

Away, away across the sea, 

Into the distance far, 

And when its sail was lost to view 

There rose the morning star. 

Marjory sighed, and climbing down 

Wended her homeward way, 

While all the little woodland things 

Were welcoming the day. 

A western breeze came murmuring round 
Ere she could leave the dell, 

And Marjory heard a soft voice say, 

Three times, ‘‘ Farewell, farewell, farewell.” 


THE LAST FAIRY 


OW, low down, 
Where the lost lights glimmer and gleam ; 


Where the tall marsh rushes frown 


In the green, cool depth of the stream ; 
Where the water that drips from the trees 
Ceaselessly rises and swells, 

*Mid the endless sigh of the leaves, 


The last of the fairies dwells. 


But where are the wee folk gone, 
The dwellers in every hill, 
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The magical singers of song, 

The pixies who can’t keep still ? 

They are gone as the snow-flake goes 

In the trembling breath of a flame, 

They are gone as goeth the rose, 

To the country from whence they came. 

And they left him alone, alone, 

For he did not hear in his tree, 

Where he lay all curled asleep, 

The voice from over the sea 

Calling so deep, so deep. 

He did not hear in the night 

A great wind shaking the height, 

Or the gleaming rush of their flight ; 

And when he awoke they were gone. 

Gone! gone! gone ! 

And the sky is heavy with tears, 

And the depths of the pool are stirred, 

And the mighty hills of the years 

Look down with a sigh, a groan : 

It is sad to be alone. 

He lived in the dearest wee rickety house, 

Too small for a mortal to see ; 

It had once been the home of a little gray mouse, 
But he fashioned a door with the greatest of skill, 
And a chimney as well, from a moon-daisy’s frill ; 
And he lived all alone in the grass by the hill, 
Poor little last fairy so wee. 

He was lonely, ah, yes ! 
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But he talked to the stream, 

And tried to forget all the fun there had been, 

When the little wee people, the mischievous thieves, 
Had sailed the broad water on bright withered leaves. 
And the shy little creatures who lived in the wood, 
The squirrels, the coneys, the moles, and the good 
Wise owls of the night were so sorry for him 

That they tried their true best to make living less dim ; 
But he found it so dull he decided one day 

That come what might come he just must run away: 
He missed his old playmates so badly, you see, 
‘Elves have no hearts but I’ll win one,” said he, 
“And change to a mortal, for what is the good 

Of being the very last fay in the wood ?” 

The folk of the forest they threatened and coaxed, 

To keep their last fairy they wanted it most, 

But he put on his boots and his thistle-down hood 
And hurried away from the magical wood ; 

All through the long daytime and all the night too 
He did every good thing a fairy can do, 

Though it really was hard, for the mortals in fright 
Ran away like a shot when he came into sight ; 

But he helped a young rabbit to stand on its head, 
And led a lost moonbeam right home into bed, 

And up on the hillside so rugged and dark, 

He lit all the rushlights with one little. spark. 

At last, when there really was nothing to do, 

The mighty sky mother looked down from the blue, 
And said, “ Little pixy, just wish it and you, 
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The very last fairy in all the whole earth, 

Shall change to a wee mortal baby at birth.” 

The little last fairy he thought for a trice, 

For being a pixy was really so nice, 

He was sorry to give up his rabbit-hole caves, 

His games on the moorland and rain-droppy waves ; 
But then he was lonely, and thought he would see 
How very nice being a mortal could be. 

He was ready to speak when a little wind sighed, 
And the children of earth to the last fairy cried : 

“ Oh, mortals are common, but pixies are few, 

If there were no fairies, oh ! what should we do ? 
The others have gone, and we cannot lose you.” 

He heaved a wee sigh, and he shook his wee head, 
“‘T can’t disappoint them,” he whispering said. 
“What though I am lonely, I’m only myself, 

For the sake of the children I'll still be an elf.” 
Then there grew a great light in the dark frowning sky, 
It turned and twinkled, now low, and now high, 

In the glory of music that swelled through the crack, 
With a rush and a glimmer the fairies came back. 
Oh ! then there was dancing in meadow and hall, 
And the little last fairy was hero of all. 

Oh ! then there was music and games ’mid the dew, 
But one thing the last fairy never would do, 

And that—-but you’ve guessed it, 

You’re clever, I see— 

Was sleep all alone curled up in a tree. 
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TEN TO TWELVE YEARS OLD 


JANUARY 


HE dark trees stir 
In the silence, blue and deep ; 
The bent hill grass, 
Where the pixies pass, 
Rocks a lost wind to sleep ; 
And the great wide earth is still, 
As it strains in the dark to hear 
Through the dusk of night 
The footsteps light 
Of the little new frightened year. 


THE LITTLE GREEN HOUSE 


HERE’S a little green house in a field that I know— 
Sing flickering shadows and winding ways ; 

And there in the noontide I often will go 

To play with the sunbeams and talk to the fays. 


There’s a little green house in the field by the brook— 
Sing dainty breezes and butterflies’ wings ; 

And there you may find, if you only will look, 

The haunt of the birds, where the spring-piper sings. 


There’s a little green house, with the leaves for a door— 
Sing lips of laughter and sunbeams of gold ; 

And there you may hear, if never before, 

The chime of the bells from over the wold. 
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Oh ! play on the harp of the summer days bright, 
Come lark and butterfly, rabbit and mouse ; 
How all the wild creatures will laugh with delight 
When I open the door of my little green house. 


PIXY GOLD 


ONG and flutter and rush, 

Rush and flutter and song ; 
A wind who flirts with a butterfly 
And music the whole day long. 
Out on the open moor, 
Under the shining sun, 
A hundred pixies dance and laugh, 
Misers every one. 


They steal the hearts of the daisies, 

They steal the sun’s bright beams, 

They steal the golden laugh of a child, 

And they weave them into dreams. 

They weave them into golden dreams, 

As they dance when the day grows old ; 

And they toss them out to the weary earth— 
That is the pixies’ gold. 


RUSTLING GRASS 


AINTY little rustling grass, 
Swaying as the breezes pass, 
Touched by sunshine and by shade, 
Standing in a woodland glade. 
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When the moon lets down his beam, 
As I watch you, then you seem 

To take form, to rise and fly, 
Soaring towards the evening sky. 


Tripping o’er the moonlight white, 
Dancing, dancing through the night, 
See the little fairies sweet, 

Hear the patter of their feet. 


But the sun who shines so high, 
Peeps from out the rosy sky ; 
And when next I chance to pass 
You are only rustling grass. 


THE BUTTERFLY BOY 


HASING the butterflies over the hill, 
Leaping and laughing and following still, 
Going where waterfalls dance in glee, 
Wild as the butterflies, and as free, 
Whirling his net with a gesture of joy, 
Say, have you seen our butterfly-boy ? 
Oh ! bright are the sunbeams that glimmer and gleam, 
But brighter his hair than the threads of a dream ; 
The birds of the forest with throbbing hearts sing, 
For they are his subjects and he is their king. 
Happy in chasing some glittering toy, 
Say, have you seen our butterfly-boy ? 
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The butterflies love him, they pause in their flight 
To drop on his cheek their kisses so light ; 

They know he would scorn so cowardly a thing 
As brushing the dust from a glorious wing. 

Born for summer and music and joy, 

Say, have you seen our butterfly-boy ? 


WINDS 


HERE’S a wind for the spring-time, who loves 
baby flowers, 
In the depth of her bosom she’ll hide them for hours ; 
And many a sapling, all tender and green, 
Has been coaxed to don dresses of gold like a queen. 


There’s a wind for the summer, so gentle and sweet, 
That the flowers hardly move at the touch of her feet ; 
With wings like the morning, the voice of a bell, 

And a dear dreamy sleep-song she sings in the dell. 


There’s a wind for the autumn, an artist is he, 

With his gleamy gold fingers he paints every tree, 

Till the leaves blush and shimmer like sunsets so bright, 
Just touched with the silvery moonbeams of night. 


There’s a wind for the winter, so bold and so wild, 
That he never has time to speak to a child ; 

He shrieks to the pine-trees and tosses the sea, 
But he has not a moment to spare for me. 
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THE WIND IS A-WOOING 


HE wind is a-wooing to-day, little leaves, 
The wind is a-wooing to-day ; 
Oh! hold on fast to the mother tree, 
Or he’ll steal you, steal you away, 
Or he’ll steal you, steal you away, little leaves, 
To dance till the close of day. 


For the wind is a rover free, little leaves, 
The wind is a rover free ; 

And many leaves they have been his brides, 
When he woos with his voice of glee ; 

But ah, a deceiver the wind was ever : 
Beware if he speaks to thee. 


The wind is coming to woo, little leaves, 
The wind is coming to woo ; 

I can see you blushing and turning pink, 
Pink as a rosebud’s hue. 

Oh ! now the elm is bare, for the wind 
Is dancing away with you. 


FEBRUARY 


EBRUARY bought a feather 
With a curly tail, 
To win the heart of lady March 
He thought it could not fail ; 
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But now he’s bought a handkerchief 
To catch his falling tears, 

And such a very great big hat 

To hide his face, my dears ; | 

For when he came to woo his love 
Quite spoilt was all his joy, 

He found that March was only— 
Oh! cruellest fate... 

A boy ! 


THE SUN 


BEAD from God’s great necklace shining bright, 
A treasure city of celestial worth, 
A shield of fame to drive away the night, 
From which all nature’s marvels claim their birth ; 
An Eldorado set upon the blue, 
With morning’s gleaming kisses shining through— 
The Sun at dawn. 


A modest maiden resting tired at night 

Upon a tumbled mass of clouds so sweet, 

Who stands upon the heaven’s purple height, 

‘Then wanders down the evening gray to greet, 

A child all innocent and fair and gay, 

A nymph now near, now dim and far away— 
The Sun at night. 
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FAIRIES 


AN’T you hear the song that the green leaves sing, 
Whispering of the summer, telling of the spring ? 
Every one of them’s a bell that the fairies ring, 
Pealing, pealing, pealing while day is lingering. 


Don’t you know the story that the roses tell, 
How from out the sunset one by one they fell ; 
Changed to dainty blossoms by some pixy spell, 
Whispered to the evening just a last farewell ? 


Can’t you see the fairies tripping down the street ? 

Can’t you hear the tread of dainty dancing feet ? 

Can’t you hear them singing a song so soft and sweet, 

That all the woods and hills and flowers and wondering 
winds repeat ? 


Can’t you see the New Year in his crimson dress ? 

Can’t you see the old one growing less and less ? 

But all these things you see and hear far more than I can 
guess ; 

I wonder when I ask you if you will whisper yes ? 
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THE PIPER 


HERE’S a piper in the woods, 
I’ve never seen him there, 
Save now and then a shadow 
Flitting through the branches bare ; 
Save now and then a tinkle 
Of music sweet as day 
Has caught my ear, I’ve followed, 
But never found the way 
To the piper of the woodlands, 
The piper of the spring, 
Calling, calling, calling 
The world to rise and sing. 


There’s a piper in the woods 
Who pipes so sweet and low ; 
Where’er his light feet touch the ground 
The blossoms start to grow. 
I’ve looked behind the tree trunks, 
I’ve peeped where grass is green, 
I’ve searched the glens by moonlight, 
But never yet have seen 
The piper of the woodlands, 
The piper of the spring, 
Calling, calling, calling 
The world to rise and sing. 
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There’s a piper in the woods, 
He’s there all winter long, 
Though through the noisy world’s din 
You scarce can hear his song. 
He dwells in some strange magic place 
Where elves and fairies roam ; 
I'll search and search and then, perhaps, 
One day Ill find the home 
Of the piper of the woodland, 
The piper of the spring, 
Calling, calling, calling 
The world to rise and sing. 


THE FAIRY’S RIDE 


H ! it’s good to be a fairy, 
A fairy so gay, 

On sweet mad March mornings 
When the winds are astray ; 
When the blue mists are breaking, 
And the fern’s all dew, 
When sleepy earth’s waking, 
And everything’s new : 
To pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, over the fern, 
Perched on a rabbit’s back, 
Whirl and turn. 
Swifter and swifter, as onward we fly, 
Oh! my small charger, how happy am I. 
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The nearer the earth 

The more lovely she seems, 

For grasses are forests, 

And rain-drops are streams ; 
While the first bird is singing 

A new song for you, 

And the new flowers are ringing 
In the day that is new. 

Oh ! laugh, merry pixies, 

Oh! laugh, merry air, 

As mortals can’t see us, 

They think we’re not there ; 
They groan and they grumble, 
They work and they learn, 
While we ride a rabbit 

Out over the fern : 

Pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat flashing 
Over the dew-wreathed grass ; 
Pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat passing 
Where only elves may pass : 
With the joy of the gallop, 

So swift in its flight, 

With the day on your cheek, 
And behind you the night ; 
With the whole earth so airy, 
And wind in your hair, 

Who wouldn’t be a fairy, 

To ride on a hare ? 
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THE SECRET PLACE 


HEN the evening shadows tremble o’er the 
distant hill, 
When the last faint blush of daylight lingers still, 
Then a voice within my heart 
Whispers from a secret part 
Like an arrow’s piercing dart : 
Obey its will, 
For it bids me be alone 
Where the wild winds sigh, 
Climbing up the moorland’s throne 
Alone with God and the sky. 


Oft I think I hear Him speaking 
From the lonely height ; 

Oft I seem to see His image 

In the water bright. 

Then my soul takes wings and rises 
Through the night-clouds dim, 
And for one long breath of silence 
Is alone with Him. 


THE DREAM-MAN 


HERE are ten thousand pixies wee, 
Who dance when earth’s at rest, 
But though they all are gay and free, 
I love the Dream-man best. 
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He comes when all the earth is still 
Across the sunset deep, 

And peeps above the farthest hill 
To bid the flowers sleep. 


He comes as silent as the day, 
You never hear his tread ; 

But run to put your toys away, 
And hurry off to bed. 


He has a bag that’s full of dreams 
Where many a treasure lies, 
Amidst the misty emerald gleams 
Shine wings of butterflies. 


And no one ever yet has seen 
His face so kind and fair, 

You only know where he has been 
That rest and peace are there. 


MOTHER 


Y mother is a rose, a shining crimson rose, 
Comely as the morning, calm as the night ; 


Love from all about her, like a garment flows, 
And her eyes are violets with a crown of light. 


My mother is an angel, who comes to heal our pain, 
Softly as the silence, with a smile of love ; 

She can change the dull things into joy again, 
Coming like a sunbeam from the throne above. 
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MARCH 


HAKE bare branches 
And rustle grass, 
Streams go merry 
And wood-birds sing ; 
Dance, gay shadows, 
But let me pass— 
Hurrah ! and hurrah 
For Spring ! 
It’s oh for the hills, 
The wild, free hills, 
And the fresh wide scent of the plain, 
For frisking lambs 
And glittering rills, 
For Spring-time’s here again. 


CUPID’S BIRTH 


OD took a little bit of light, 
A little bit of love, 

A soldier’s heart that joys to fight, 
A serpent and a dove. 
He put them in a lily-cup, 
Then mixed them all with dew, 
And when the morning sun rose up 
Naughty Cupid grew. 
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WHAT DO YOU SEE? 


HAT do you see in the ceiling, dear, 
What do you see in the ceiling, 
When the shadows softly are stealing, dear, 
When the shadows softly are stealing ? 
“* Silvery bells I see, I see, 
With tiny fairies to swing them free ; 
The chimes of the bells make melody, 
That can only be heard by babes like me, 
When the shadows softly are stealing, dear, 
When the shadows softly are stealing.” 


What do you see in the river, dear, 
What do you see in the river, 

When all the wet reeds quiver, dear, 
When all the wet reeds quiver ? 

“* Mermaids lovely I spy, I spy, 

With eyes as blue as a summer sky ; 
They dance as light as a butterfly, 
And ever I hear their voices sigh, 
When all the wet reeds quiver, dear, 
When all the wet reeds quiver.” 


What do you see in the daisy, dear, 
What do you see in the daisy, 

When the fragrant breeze is lazy, dear, 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy ? 

*“‘ T see the bed of a fairy queen, 
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With a heart the loveliest ever seen, 

With a frill of moonlight’s silvery sheen, 
The daisy marks where the fays have been, 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy, dear, 
When the fragrant breeze is lazy.” 


A QUARREL 


HE Sun and the Rain had a quarrel. 

The Sun said— 

““ When I shine the earth grows gay, 

The world seems on holiday ; 

The lambs frisk, the children run, 

And the flowers laugh in the light of the sun.” 
The Rain said— 

“When I weep the earth grows green 

In a mist of silvery sheen ; 

The flowers drink with might and main, 

And the buds ope in the dancing rain.” 


** Well,” said the Sun, “‘ we shall see : 
Four long months I give to thee 

In which to work and work alone 

On hill and wood and mossy stone. 

Four months I myself will shine 

On rocky coast and salty brine ; 

At end of these we’ll meet again. 

Do you agree?” “ Done,” said the Rain. 
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The Sun slept and the Rain came dropping, 
For days and nights without once stopping ; 
The earth grew cold, the ocean sighed, 

And the poor little flowers fell down and died. 


The Rain slept and the Sun shone 

From morn till night, from night till morn ; 
The earth grew dry, the streams ran slow, 
And hardly ever a wind did blow. 


The Rain and the Sun met, 
The Rain said— 

“ Friend, I dropped my dew till 

Perished everything fresh and new.” 
The Sun said— 

“ Friend, I shed my beams 

Until sandbanks showed where once were 
streams. 

It seems to me in any weather 

We are no use unless together.” 


So the Rain fell like a silken sail, 

And the Sun peeped through the misty veil ; 
The children of earth cried out with glee : 

“ Oh! look at the rainbow—come and see.” 
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THE PEDLAR 


EDLAR, pedlar, what sell you ? 
_ “A bag full of cobwebs, a curtain of dew ; 
The twinkling peep from a baby’s eye, 
The wings of a summer butterfly ; 
The blush of the morning, the rainbow so bright, 
And the sigh of the wind that comes with night.” 


Pedlar, pedlar, price them I pray. 

“ They have no price—I give them away : 

The bag full of cobwebs, please have, my dear, 
For one light kiss behind my ear ; 

For a smile you may have the curtain of dew, 
The wings, the blush, and the rainbow too ; 
But a peep from the eye of a babe that fell— 
That is a thing I cannot sell.” 


Pedlar, pedlar, tell me why 

You love the peep from a baby’s eye ? 

“ Once on a time that babe so gay 

Was mine, but the fairies stole him away, 
And I only had time to steal a peep 

From his shining eye ere it closed in sleep ; 
So now, little maid, I wish you good rest, 

I must tread the path that leads to the west.” 
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WAR 


HE world to war was wed, 
Was wed, 

The world to war was wed, 
And half the nations wielded arms 
And all the rest were dead ; 
And half the earth was strewn with gold, 
And half the kingdoms down, 
And half the monarchs bowed their heads 
And yielded up their crown. 
There was no sound in heaven and earth 
But the sound of Satan’s name ; 
And the beacon lights tossed up their fires 
Till the night was bright with flame. 


And love and truth were dead, 

Were dead, 
And love and truth were dead, 
And half the seas were gray with dust, 
And all the rest were red. 
The night had lost its solemn calm, 
The day had lost its dew, 
When God unlocked the golden gates 
And let the angels through. 
And first came Hope upon the earth— 
She lit her golden flame, 
And Love and Joy and Truth once more 
In all their glory came ; 
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The stars were lit in heaven’s blue, 

The Spring-time dropped her rain, 

And all the world sank down to rest 
While Peace was born again. 


TOADSTOOL TOWN 


OADSTOOL Town of the goblins free, 
Is right in the heart of the fir-tree wood ; 
The folk who live there are neat and wee, 
And busy at least, if not always good. 
Their toadstool houses are white and small, 
With bright front doors all painted green, 
And a rickety street runs past them all, 
With moss and cobble stones in between ; 
They have curly chimneys that point so high, 
And dear little shops in the trunks of trees, 
While a black owl sentinel sits hard by 
And guards the town with “ tu-whit,” “ tu-wee’s.’”” 
And now the tale that I’m going to tell 
Will make you long for yourself to see 
Toadstool Town, where the goblins dwell, 
Just under the roots of the big fir-tree. 


There came one day to Toadstool Town 
A stranger in a coat of brown, 

With the wisest face that ever was seen, 
And sparkling eyes and a cloak of green ; 
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And all the folk in Toadstool Town, 

They bustled wildly up and down, 

And asked him how he came, and why, 
And offered wares that he might buy ; 
And such a charming guest was he 

That they were pleased as pleased could be, 
And opened wide their doors each one, 
And spread a feast beneath the sun ; 

But the oldest gnome in Toadstool Town 
Stroked up his beard and stroked it down, 
Put on his thinking cap of red, 

And shut his door and went to bed. 

Then in the night, when all was still, 
When the moon rose above the hill, 

And with her cold round face looked down 
On the white roofs of Toadstool Town, 
Along the street a shadow crept, 

A shadow in a grass-green cloak, 

Who down the crinkled chimneys peep’d, 
Yet never once the silence broke. 

The little elves were all asleep, 

But round about the tree-trunks dim 

The creatures of the forest deep, 

They were awake, and watching him— 
All watching him with fearful eyes, 

The wee wild people of the wood ; 

The rabbits, squirrels, dragon-flies, 
Enchanted in his presence stood. 

And then he took a golden horn 
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And blew a blast so loud and shrill, 
That all the echoes ever born 

Went singing, singing at his will. 

And oh! it was a sight to see 

A strange white curtain from the sky 
Come dropping, dropping silently, 
And hid the earth and moon and sky ; 
But he was gone with horn and cloak, 
The stranger in the coat of brown. 
How cold it was when they awoke, 
The people of our Toadstool Town ; 
How cold it was, the curtain white 
Lay here and there, and all around 

It hid their flowers and grasses bright, 
Their feet upon it made no sound. 
And how they argued, how they sped 
Across the forest high and low, 

To find the stranger they had fed : 
The old gnome said, ‘‘ I told you so.” 
Their little doors they bolted fast ; 

At wandering strangers now they frown, 
“ He was the first,” they said, “ and last ” ; 
So winter came to Toadstool Town. 
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THE ELFIN PEDLAR 


SCENE I 
Meadow with trees and flowers. 


Enter NURSE, carrying baby. 


What’s that I hear, so sharp and clear ? 
Her ladyship is calling. 
I wonder if her crinoline 
That is so pink 
Ought to be green, 
Or if her wig is falling. 
I’d better leave the baby here, 
Or is it damp ?—oh dear, oh dear ! 
Her ladyship always insists 
The child shall not be out in mists. 
Folks born beneath a lucky star 
Are always so particular. 
[Exit NURSE. 
Enter FIRST FAIRY. 


FIRST FAIRY 
Sisters ! oh, sisters ! just see what I’ve found, 
A real mortal baby asleep on the ground, 
With such wee dimpled hands, 
And such wee dimpled feet, 
Sisters ! come quickly ; oh! isn’t she sweet ? 


Enter FOUR FAIRIES. 
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SECOND FAIRY 
Let us see, let us peep, 
What a dear, what a pet ! 
Quite the prettiest mortal we’ve ever seen yet ; 
Just see how she waves her wee fingers on high, 
I am sure she is simply just longing to fly. 


THIRD FAIRY 
I wonder if because it’s spring, 
And we have been so very good ; 
We’ve painted every firefly’s wing, 
And taught the young birds how to sing, 
And helped the wee flowers in the wood, 
If we might have this baby thing 
For our own darling changeling ? 


FOURTH FAIRY 
Oh, I’m sure, I’m sure we might, 
Queen Mab is happy this time of the year. 
They would dress her up in silks and laces, 
And teach her all their mortal airs and graces ; 
They shall not keep her here. 


FIFTH FAIRY 
But who shall we leave in the changeling’s place ? 
If we steal her we must pay ; 
Soon the nurse in the ribbons and lace 
Will come to take her away. 
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FIRST FAIRY 


I know, I know. You remember the night 
When we made a child from a silver tree ? 
When the stars were dim and the moon was bright, 
And we heard the wind sigh over the lea. 
The harvest -moon on the water threw 

A bronze-like glint neath the shadowy moor, 
Round about us wild thyme grew, 

And don’t you remember a black bat flew 
Betwixt the sea and the shore ? 

We fashioned our toy so daintily, 

Gave him power to hear and see, 

Power to know and power to be, 

But a silver heart—no more : 

For a heart we could not make, 

Try as we would with charm and spell. 

We took the dewdrops from the brake, 

We took the blossoms from the dell, 

We took a wind from the farthest star, 

Air from the land where the rainbows are, 
We put them all in an earthen jar, 

But a heart we could not make. 

So instead we gave him a magic spell, 

That all who saw him should fall in love, 
And surely that did just as well, 

For a heart is only hatred and love. 

Let us leave him here in the changeling’s place, 
Swiftly, swiftly, bring him in. 

Here comes the nurse in ribbons and lace, 
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All fuss and chatter from toe to chin : 
Bring him in, bring him in. 


ALL FAIRIES (chanting together) 
Come away, come away, 
With the shadows we shall play, 
With the shadows and the light 
All the day and all the night, 
In a mild and steady light, 
Never too pale and never too bright. 
Ring bells, ring ; sing, birds, sing ; 
Come away, come away, 
Swiftly, swiftly, come away, 
Come away, come away. 


SCENE II 


FAIRY QUEEN on toadstool. 
Enter the FIVE FAIRIES. 
FAIRY QUEEN 
Elves, you have been long away, 
Late you tarry at your play ; 
All the little leaves of spring 
In their beds are wearying 
For your fingers small and slender 
To draw aside their coverings tender, 
And your voices clear and free 
Calling the wind across the sea, 
That he might pipe and they might sing 
And so complete the choir of Spring. 
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FIRST FAIRY 
Queen Mab, we are truly sorry, 
But oh! just look what we’ve found, 
The very dearest changeling 
Asleep upon the ground. 
Oh, may we keep her, may we ? 
So very good we’ve been ; 
We would make her wise in magic, 
We would teach her all our spells ; 
She might help us with the gathering 
Of the dewdrops in the dells ; 
And all the winds would play for her, 
And all the flowers be gay for her, 
And all the sunbeams stay for her, 
Oh, may we keep her, Queen ? 


QUEEN MAB (to herself ) 

I have no elfin page now, 
And she is very sweet ; 
She shail have two cobweb sandals 
To wear upon her feet ; 
A cloak of shining sunbeams, 
And a little cap of dew. 
I will treat her as my baby 
In the palace. . . . As for you, 
You are very, very naughty. 
I can hear the young leaves crying, 
Like the whispering breeze of evening 
When the day is slowly dying, 
Now hasten, pixies, hasten ! 
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SECOND FAIRY interrupts. 


SECOND FAIRY 
But the baby, she is ours. 


QUEEN MAB 
Will you go as I have told you ? 
Tis the bedtime of the flowers. 


The FIVE FAIRIES (imploringly) 
Oh, may we not, may we not keep her ? 
She is only betwixt and between. 


QUEEN MAB 
Begone, ere I change you to lizards. 
She is mine. Am I not the Queen ? 


SCENE III 


Same scenery as for first scene. Boy without heart on stage. 
Enter WIZarD. 


WIZARD 
Rise ! 
Grow, grow before my eyes. 
Grow old and tall until you stand 
A full-blown knight of fairy-land. 
They with a part like yours to play 
Can waste no time in childhood’s day. 
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PEDLAR (otherwise boy without heart grown to manhood) 


Who are you, man of burning eyes, 

That slowly bore me through and through ? 
Surely the fire that in them lies 

Is passing to my heart from you ? 


WIZARD 


Who am I? Well, my pedlar friend, 
I’ve many names, but what’s a name ? 
Some call me Serpent without end ; 
Some, Nicholas from out the flame ; 
Some, Minos old who lost the sun ; 
And some, ha ! ha ! the Evil One. 

But just to show there’s no ill will, 
You'll call me Wizard, lord of ill. 
Now man they made from a silver tree, 
I want a little talk with thee. 

I also lost my heart, you know, 

About a million years ago. 

But you can win one now, or when ? 
After a trifling work with men. 

For you shall be a pedlar gay, 

An elfin pedlar strange and free, 
(Aside: And you shall live to curse the day 
When first you met with me.) 

And all who see you shall fall in love, 
Yet if you joy in one fair face, 

Your heart like to a fluttering dove 
Shall slip into its place. 
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And you shall meet with ancient wives, 
And lovely maidens near you cast ; 
What though you ruin a thousand lives 
If your own ends are gained at last ? 
And I will give you power and joy ; 
What think you of the bargain, boy ? 


PEDLAR 
On my side it is good and seems most fair ; 
In time ’twill crown me with a laurel leaf. 
I shall draw magic from the earth and air. 
On top it glitters, yes, and yet beneath, 
I hear a voice low whispering beware ! 


WIZARD 
Then look, what have you on the other side ? 
A dusty, dowdy, sleepy mortal span, 
A few short years of life and then the dark. - 
Fool ! 

PEDLAR 
I accept, I take your offer, man. 


WIZARD 
Then here’s your pack, go out into the gloom. 
[Exit PEDLAR. 
WIZARD (laughing) 
Ha! yes, you take my offer and your doom. 
[Exit WIZARD. 
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SCENE IV 


PEDLAR comes in. 


PEDLAR 


I have wandered o’er the earth, 

From pole to pole, from sea to sea ; 
Have seen so many years at birth, 
Have watched them reach eternity. 
Yet not in any time or place 

Have I yet seen the only face 

That I can ever love or know, 

The face with throat as white as snow, 
With sunbeam hair and eyes as bright 
As the glad stars on a clear night ; 
The face that haunts my every dream, 
And when I’m waking leads me on 
Across the endless wearying stream 
Of loves I scorn to look upon. 

Alack ! if some would only hate, 

Oh, how refreshing it would be ; 

Not any man with any fate 

Was half so sick of love as me ; 

Yet when I meet that shining face 

I know I'll find my heart again. 

I yearn to win that golden grace 
That’s only given to mortal men. 
Hark! hark ! Who comes? 

Three witches back 

From some new mischief of their school ; 
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I see them through my magic pack, 

That always was and will be full. 

Witches, witches, come and buy ! 

(Aside: Oh, how can I love these wrinkled faces ?) 

I have spells to charm the eye, 

And move the mountains from their places. 

Here’s a brew not made by man, 

To waste it seems a pity. 

*T will change a pumpkin to a man, 

Or ruin a mighty city. 

Here’s charms so bright for your delight— 

A snowstorm made of flame, 

The darkest night at midday bright, 

A dragon caught and tame. 

Or right across the midnight sky 

A yellow rainbow streaming, 

To wake the cock at twelve o’clock 

And set the neighbours screaming. : 
[Cackling behind scenes. 


Enter THREE WITCHES. 


FIRST WITCH 
Witches three, good friends are we, 
We work and play together, 
We ride at night on hog-weed light 
Across the purple heather. 
And soon each weed becomes a steed 
That lightly leaps and prances, 
And carries us swift along the drift 
To join the witches’ dances. 
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SECOND WITCH 
’'Tis we who steal the hornéd moon, 
And set the dark clouds flying ; 
*Tis we who wake the flowers too soon, 
And leave them cold and dying. 


THIRD WITCH 
And deadly enemies are we 
Of every elf and fay, 
But hark ! who calls so cheerily ? 
Come, sisters, let’s away. 


PEDLAR 
Come, witches, come and buy ! 


[Witches bound back on heels, and say all together 
Lack-a-massy-dona-cie ! 


FIRST WITCH 
Oh, sir ! swect sir ! come home with me ? 
You shall dine on spiders and toasted frog, 
And the best black wine from the marshy bog, 
And dead men’s bones for dinner and tea. 


SECOND WITCH 
Oh, no! but you don’t, for he’s mine, he’s mine, 
My beautiful face has won his heart, 
For I feel the shivers crawl up my spine, 
And I feel my ten toes leaping apart. 
He shall sit in the light of my roaring fires, 
And the nineteen hundred and seventy-three 
Black cats, who are all men’s false desires, 
Shall crowd around his knee. 
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THIRD WITCH 
Oh toads ! oh snails ! you would take my love 
To your filthy caverns under the brine. 
I’m the greatest witch below or above, 
And he shall die if he will not love, 
And you shall turn to swine. 
Now, husband fair, I live in the moon, 
And you shall be king o’er all the dead. 


PEDLAR 
I’m afraid, wild witch, that you choose too soon, 
For you have not asked me if I will wed. 


THIRD WITCH 
And if you will not, your bones shall lie 
White and rotting under the sky. 


PEDLAR 
I have no heart, and I cannot die. 
Begone ! for the east grows red. 


THIRD WITCH (iurning to the others, who are 
pointing at her) 
Oh, crawling snakes, you have stolen his heart : 
Get out of my sight, for we must part. 
If you are not gone in minutes ten, 
In spite of shriek and cry, 
I'll put you in my morning soup 
And boil you like a fly. 
[Exeunt THREE WITCHES. 
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SCENE V 
Rosy light on stage ; three maidens weaving. 


FIRST MAIDEN 
Spinning for ever 
By the sleeping river, 
By the slow and silent river, 
Where the new-born breezes shiver, 
Where the grass comes bending low, 
And our song goes on for ever, 
Ceaseless as the tides that flow, 
Up the lonely, endless river, 
Towards the sunset moving slow. 
"Tis the dreams of the earth we are weaving, 
Tis the beautiful dreams we’re conceiving 
That shall blot out the lust and the grieving, 
And the ills that the mortals know ; 
That shall come like a breath through their sleeping 
From the meadows of long ago. 


SECOND MAIDEN 


And ever the waters come creeping 

Towards the grass that is bending low, 

No waking is here and no sleeping, 

Only song, and the red steady glow 

Through a dint in the clouds that comes peeping 
From a land that we do not know. 
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THIRD MAIDEN 


And so we sit singing and spinning, 
And never questioning why ; 

We have been so from the beginning, 
And will be so till we die : 

Till we die, when the last sun setting 
On the last world’s twilight gray, 
Shall slip with the winds to forgetting, 
And the universe tremble away, 

And ever we hear through our singing 
Sweet bells coming tinkling and ringing, 
And—— 


Enter PEDLAR. 


PEDLAR 


Come and buy! come and buy ! 
Magic toys and charms have I. 
Flowers to wear 

Upon your hair, 

Fresh with dew, and dreams more rare 
Than any you with charm or spell 
Have woven in this rosy dell. 
Sparkles from the farthest star, 
Talking leaves from near and far. 
I can spin a song or story 

Well as any wizard hoary. 

I can—— 
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FIRST MAIDEN 
Pedlar, stay, oh, stay ! 
And you shall hear us singing ; 
Tis all that we can offer thee. 
Oh, weary are we of spinning. 
We never knew till we saw your face 
That life held neither charm nor grace. 
Oh, stay beside the river ! 
We will not let you go. 


SECOND MAIDEN 
For ever and for ever, 
With the blooming flowers below 
And the rosy clouds above you, 
While the shadows come and go. 
We thought that we were happy in the light that 
never dies, 
But you brought the free wind in your feet, 
The morning in your eyes, 
And in your lips the dancing 
Of summer butterflies. 


THIRD MAIDEN 
Oh, stay and see the springing 
Of flowers that smile and peep, 
While rainbow dreams a-winging 
Shall o’er your eyelids creep, 
And the music of our singing 
Shall lull you into sleep. 
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For ever and for ever 

You may forget the past : 
Oh, earth is weary wandering, 
And death must come at last. 
Above, the storm’s call rings, 
Below, the roaring sea, 

But here the end of all things 
Is immortality. 


PEDLAR 
Oh, why am I destined never to love ? 
I must wander for ever and may not rest 
Till my heart comes fluttering into my breast 
In the shape of a dove. 
And the fairer the faces the more I hate 
Their sparkling eyes and their gleaming hair ; 
With a witch or troll I would rather mate 
Than with one who was fair. 
For there is a moving spell on my feet, 
And a voice that calls from sea to sea ; 
So, though the bed be fair and sweet, 
There is no rest for me. 
That blessed word I may not know, 
Would they had killed me long ago, 
When I won the heart of an earth-born queen, 
But I turned my eyes on the host—and lo ! 
Swords clattered down from each nerveless hand, 
Their faces blanched and they shook like sand, 
These men, the bravest in the land, 
Quelled as a child had been. 
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I carried the queen through the marble gate, 
For I thought perhaps I might love her still. 
Weary was she, and the night was late, 

So we hid in caverns under the hill, 

And I tied her down to a mighty stone, 
And left her weeping all alone, 

Left her for ever, I know not why— 

I have no heart, and what care I? 

It served my end that she should die. 

Now you creatures born of dreams, 

I have heard if you are wary, 

To this dell, when evening gleams, 

Come beings from the land of fairy. 

And as on earth I cannot find 

A face to make my pulses beat, 

Surely, among the elfin kind, 

Her of my dreams Ill meet ; 

Now I command you play no pranks, 

If you are true you need not fear. 


FIRST MAIDEN 


Why, yes, the elves each night they come, 
Even now the hour is near ; 

Stand back amid the shadowy gloom. 
Hark ! someone comes across the snow, 
Why, ’tis the lovely changeling, whom 
The elf queen stole so long ago. 


Enter CHANGELING, now grown to a beautiful girl. 
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CHANGELING 


”T was in the magic grove he bade me wait. 
He is not come. I wanted to be late. 


PEDLAR (clutching a maiden’s arm) 


Maidens, it is the face that through my dreams 
And, clearly shining down the years of strife, 
Has been as ’mid the storm a beacon’s gleams, 
A quenchless torch to light my useless life. 

It is 


[Throwing his arms above his head. 


Look, look, the bird ! 

Along the ruddy wall 

I saw its shadow fall, 
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A cry too sweet for man to live and hear. 
Oh, see, it draws more near ; 

It rises, hovers, pauses in its flight ; 

It is as white as dawn, as dark as night. 

My shining heart! It hangs upon the air : 
Oh, must I lose it now, when all seems fair ? 
It comes, it comes, its eyes are flashing fire ; 
Nothing I see but the great dazzling light. 

At last to reach the height of my desire. 

A rush of flame, and then, and then—the night. 


[PEDLAR staggers into the arms of a maiden. 
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CHANGELING (looking up startled) 


I thought I heard a voice, a sound, a cry: 
Out of the gloom strange faces I can see : 
Forms that die and rise, and rise and die. 
"Tis fancy ; shall a shadow frighten me ? 


PEDLAR (standing up) 


At last, at last, I may rest and know 

No more the flickering fire of love ; 
Where is the maid that long ago 

I thought as fair as heaven above ? 

Some knowing elf, for her lover waiting : 
Ah, well, she may wait, for what care I? 
Let me into the light that I may see her ; 
This gloom is dark as a midnight sky. 


SECOND MAIDEN 


Swiftly, sisters, weave your dreams, 
Weave your dreams of gossamer light ; 
Seal his eyes with rainbow gleams, 
Sing away his sight. 

Draw him nearer, nearer yet, 
Nearer to our mossy throne. 

If he looks upon her face 

He will love her charm and grace, 
And we want him for our own. 
Draw him with a golden thread. 

If he holds her tiny hand, 
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Hears her sing of fairy-land, 
It were well that we were dead. 


PEDLAR (struggling) 
What misty dreams encompass me, 
Is this a trick, you faithless three ? 
Let me out into the light, 
I would see the maiden bright ; 
Witches, let me free. 


THIRD MAIDEN 
Pedlar, stay, her arts we know, 
She is mortal born and bred. 


PEDLAR (angrily) 
Nothing can harm me ; let me go, 
Or I will break your thread ; 
I will snap it through and through, 
Tear its misty golden blue, 
And you know that if I do 
Your long life is fled. 


FIRST MAIDEN (weeping) 
He speaks the truth, and he must go ; 
Alas ! that we should love him so. 


PEDLAR (stepping into light and seeing maiden) 
I have never thought of others, 
I have lost a thousand wives, 
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I have left a thousand lovers, 

I have ruined a thousand lives ; 

For a thousand years I’ve wandered 

O’er vale and mountain airy ; 

I never can grow older, 

For I am half a fairy. 

Through wood and field, o’er hill and glen, 

No rest below, above, 

And all to find a truant heart, 

And so be rid of love. 

And now my heart’s first beating, 

Its first fierce strong desire 

Is constant love, unfleeting, 

And quenchless as the fire ; 

Burning, for ever burning, 

And so no cause have I 

But love her, love her, love her, 

And win her though I die. 
[PEDLAR steps forward, but is pulled back by MAIDEN. 


THIRD MAIDEN 


Another comes ; oh, pedlar, stay ! 
Wait till he is gone away. 


CHANGELING 


At last ! I hear his step ; it’s very queer 

That he, a fairy knight, should dare to keep me waiting 
here. 
Enter FAIRY KNIGHT, making an elaborate bow. 
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FAIRY KNIGHT 
] (ae 
CHANGELING (interrupts angrily) 
By the puff-ball clock I’ve waited 
Quite an hour for you, 
And it’s chilly in the evening 
With the falling dew. 


FAIRY KNIGHT (shyly) 
Oh, indeed ! I beg your pardon, but the fact is—— 


CHANGELING (bitterly) 
Oh, I know ! 
You were drinking cowslip honey 
In the tree trunks down below. 


FAIRY KNIGHT 
You misjudge me. I was helping 
Little Rip, the goblin old ; 
For he was so very weary 
That he could not lift his gold. 
(Shyly) May I, may I sit beside you ? 


CHANGELING (hastily spreading her skirt over fallen tree) 
No, there isn’t room. 


FAIRY KNIGHT (more shyly) 
In the woods I gathered for you 
Just a bunch of broom. 


123 


CHANGELING (haughtily) 
You may keep it; it’s disgraceful how you’ve made me 
wait. 
If I ever had a lover he would not be late. 


FAIRY KNIGHT (sitting on ground) 


Er 
Clouds are like a gray goose feather. 


, perhaps it might be windy ; 


CHANGELING (still more haughtily) 
So you brought me here to pass me a remark about the 
weather. 


FAIRY KNIGHT 
No, indeed, I—— (pointing) 
Over yonder see the first star in the skies, 
But it cannot shine as brightly as the glory in your eyes. 


CHANGELING (blushing) 
Do you think it looks like raining ? 


FAIRY KNIGHT (dreamily) 
And the sunset’s rosy light 
Vies with the roses in your cheeks, 
And, baffled, joins the night. 


CHANGELING 
I think, perhaps—why really, 
There is room here after all ; 
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I didn’t bid you hold my hand ; 
Be careful, lest I fall. 


[Loud noise behind stage. KNIGHT and CHANGELING 
leap to their feet. CHANGELING clings to KNIGHT. 


Oh, hark ! Oh, do not leave me ! 
Oh dear ! What can it be ? 


KNIGHT (darkly) 
A mighty giant coming, 
But he’ll reckon first with me. 


CHANGELING (almost crying) 
But he will surely kill you. 
Oh, love, you shall not go. 


KNIGHT 
*Tis my duty to protect you, 
And that is all I know. 
[Noise dies away. CHANGELING relieved. 


CHANGELING 
Ah ! it dies in the distance : 
Now it sounds so soft and flat. 


KNIGHT (boldly) 


But you called me “ love,” my darling. 
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CHANGELING (blushing) 
Oh, I don’t remember that. 
(Sighing) I am weary of the hillside, 
Of the laughter all day long, 
I am weary of the dancing, 
Of the music and the song. 
I am weary of the chatter, 
Of the never being alone, 
For the elfin queen will keep me 
Like a doll beside her throne. 


KNIGHT (hopefully) 
There is rest and peace and silence 
In the forest where I dwell ; 
I live among the spreading oaks, 
I know each glade, each dell ; 
But often it is lonely, 
And I like to lie and dream. 


CHANGELING (interrupts hastily) 
It’s really quite remarkable 
How bright these stars can gleam. 


KNIGHT (on one knee before her) 
There are green, green caves in the forest, 
Oh, so cool and deep ; 

There are wee quiet winds in the forest, 
And they should sing you to sleep ; 
There are great silent trees in the forest, 
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And they should guard your bed, 

And the bright, bright flowers of the forest 
Should twine around thy head. 

There are deep star nights in the forest, 
And little paths made dear 

To a young, young pair of lovers 

In the spring-time of the year. 

There are sweet-voiced birds in the forest, 
And mornings fresh with dew, 

And the loveliness of the forest waits 

For the loveliness of you. 


CHANGELING (smiling) 


Oh, dear ! what would the queen say 
If she could know of this ? 


KNIGHT 


Before we tell her, darling, 
I think I’ll steal a kiss. 


CHANGELING 
Bring the queen that we may tell her 
Of our love so true and strong. 


KNIGHT 


Pll ride the wind, my sweetest one, 
And will be back ere long. 


[Exit KNIGHT. 
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PEDLAR 


At last, at last he is gone away. 

Ah ! she and I will have much to say. 

Ere he comes back my magic spell, 

That all who see me shall love me well, 

Will have worked, I think ; her eyes so bright 
Will coldly look on the fairy knight. 


[PEDLAR takes CHANGELING in his arms. 


PEDLAR 
Oh, my Love ! be mine, be mine. 
Beloved, abide with me, 
For my heart is ablaze through endless days, 
All for the love of thee. 


Oh, my Queen ! the spring-time green, 

And the wind and the rain and the dew, 

And the whole long year with its hope and fear, 
Shall kneel for the love of you. 


Oh, my Light ! the darkest night 

Shall fade at your smile when you pass. 

The flowers shall spring where your light feet cling 
Up through the withered grass. 


Oh, my Song! the ghosts of wrong, 

And the demons of hate and pain, 

Shall dwindle and die at your softest sigh 
Never to come again. 
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Oh, my Dream ! where the pale stars gleam 
In the depth of the midnight sky. 

You shall ride the gale on a comet’s tail 
And the lonely worlds shall sigh. 


Oh, my Own! I love, I love, 

With a love that is given to few. 

Oh! point, I cry, while the winds wail high, 
The way to your heart, or the way to die, 
All for the love of you. 


CHANGELING 
Unhand me, sir! You hurt! you hurt ! 
Your eyes burn through and through ; 
You knave ! how dare you treat me thus ? 
T will not look at you. 
[PEDLAR starts back aghast. Deep voice of WIZARD 
from behind stage. 


WIZARD 
A stronger spell, the spell of a selfless love ; 
You cannot steal her heart, for it is his. 


PEDLAR (stamping foot) 
You traitor, rogue ! I have sported, toyed with lives, 
Have done your will on earth, and all for this. 


WIZARD'S woice 
Do not lose hope, night is not at an end. 
Wait in the dell : think for yourself, my friend. 
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MAIDEN (touching PEDLAR’S arm) 
Another comes. Oh, pedlar love ! 


PEDLAR (angrily) 
Be still, how dare you talk of love to me ? 
And yet, and yet, this cannot be the end. 
A maiden’s heart shall never baffle me. 


[PEDLAR stands back. Enter OLD YEAR and NEW YEAR. 
OLD YEAR sits on fallen tree. 


OLD YEAR 
Dusk closes in ; 
A few short hours to live, 
A.id then the weary journey o’er the snow. 
Ah, New Year child, I was as fair as thee 
Long ago. 
How cold it is, the ice is all around ; 
It makes the stream as dumb, 
The trees as dead, 
And in my heart that same chill cold is found. 
All deep, black, dark. 
No light, no rest, no bed : 
The shadows come. 


NEW YEAR (interrupting) 
Why, mother, all is bright. 
See the new flowers springing around my feet, 
And hear the glad birds carol from the height, 
And watch the dawning chase away the night, 
And feel the scent of violets : oh, how sweet ! 
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OLD YEAR 
Ah, child ! they lost the sunbeams in your hair, 
They lost the blue of morning in your eyes ; 
You are a thing ethereal and fair, 
And I, old, faded, as a light that dies. 
The darkness deepens. Now I only see 
Your upturned face as through a misty veil. 
How cruel it is that such a thing should be : 
To my tired eyes your very light seems pale. 


PEDLAR 
Come and buy! come and buy ! 
Toys have I that creep and fly ; 
Turtle doves, and lamps so bright 
That they banish darkest night. 


OLD YEAR 
Oh, your eyes, how clear they shine ! 
Through the clinging mist they glow, 
Till my chill heart beats again, 
Vanishes the winter snow. 
For a kiss from your bright lips 
To the ends of earth I’d run, 
I'd defy the tyrant time. 


PEDLAR 
Give me then your son ! 


OLD YEAR 
What, the year! Oh, love, your eyes ! 
I am helpless in their glow. 
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PEDLAR (kissing her hand) 
There, old crone, will that suffice ? 
Take your kiss and go. 
[Exit OLD YEAR. 


NEW YEAR (calling) 
Mother ! 


PEDLAR 
Ah, well, I hope the queen will not be late. 
Upon this tree, say, New Year, shall we wait ? 


FAIRY QUEEN’S voice behind stage 
Come now, let us hasten on, 
Lovers fair, you see, 
In the dell his mother keeps 
The New Year safe for me. 


[Enter FAIRY QUEEN, CHANGELING and 
FAIRY KNIGHT. 


CHANGELING (clutching QUEEN’S arm) 
Oh, queen ! it is the pedlar waiting here. 


QUEEN 
Well, foolish child, and what have we to fear ? 
Come, New Year, come. 


PEDLAR 
Oh, no ! he bides with me. 
They’ll wait in vain for his small majesty. 
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QUEEN 
What do you mean ?—the child is mine, I say. 
What man are you that dare steal him away ? 


PEDLAR 
Well, come and take him from me. We shall see. 


QUEEN 
I cannot move, your eyes are holding me. 
Oh dear! oh dear ! what shall I do 
If we can’t win the child from you ? 
There be no frolics in the spray, 
No moonlight dances ’mid the hay. 
Alas ! what would the earth folk say 
If I the fairy queen should lose the Year ? 
There be no summer sun, no spring-time clear, 
No soft green hills, no tree-tops waving free, 
No rivers flowing gaily towards the sea, 
No little ships dancing upon the foam, 
No children laughing as they hurry home, 
No pleasant skies, no voices in the night, 
No mornings fresh with dew and new delight, 
No rosy sunsets and no budding flowers, 
No birds a-singing through the golden hours, 
No cosy fires, no rest when shadows fall, 
No love, no joy, no life, no earth at all. 


PEDLAR 
All that shall come to pass, I promise thee, 
Unless yon changeling maiden weds with me. 
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QUEEN 
That is too cruel; have mercy, sir! oh, do! 


PEDLAR 
Well, lady queen, the choosing rests with you. 


QUEEN (turning to CHANGELING) 


I have tended you from infant years, 

Have fostered every joy, have calmed your fears ; 
Before this stranger’s will we all must bow. 

I’ve loved you well. Will you desert me now ? 


FAIRY KNIGHT (starting up) 


You traitor, knave ! come, draw your sword and die. 


PEDLAR 


I fight not with my sword, but with my eye. 
If you would kill me you have leave to try. 


CHANGELING (throwing herself on KNIGHT) 
You shall not go, ’tis he would kill, not you. 
With these great eyes he’d turn you into stone. 


[Turning to PEDLAR. 


Give her the Year, and I will marry you. 


PEDLAR (taking her in his arms) 
At last ! oh love ! you are my own, my own. 
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FAIRY KNIGHT pulls CHANGELING away, and FAIRY QUEEN 
Says to PEDLAR 
Meet us to-night beneath the chestnut tree. 
(Aside: All is not lost, my little changeling dear.) 
But now I warn you if your charge breaks free, 
This lovely maiden shall not wed with thee, 
And we will keep the Year. 


PEDLAR (bowing) 
He’ll not escape while I have eyes to see. 
Farewell, remember ’neath the chestnut tree. 


[Exeunt QUEEN, KNIGHT and CHANGELING. 


SCENE VI 
Interior of cottage, crowded with babies. Mother in centre. 


PIXIE MOTHER 
Cowslip ! Cowslip ! come you here, 
You’ve been with the ducks, I fear ; 
How often have I told you, daughter, 
That they'll land you in the water, 
If you ride their backs so queer. 
Giddy Mist, and Cornflower Blue, 
What am I to do with you ? 
Ah ! you needn’t blush for shame, 
You’ve been at the jam again. 
Where’s that Cherry Ripe, now where ? 
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Up the chimney, I declare ; 

And Chick-a-bid with satin on, 

Sitting down on buttered scone. 

Where’s my thimble ? Thought ’twas that, 
Twinkle’s got it for a hat. 

Crimson Cap and little brother, 

Do stop fighting with each other. 

What it is to be a mother ! 


Enter PEDLAR with NEW YEAR. 


PEDLAR 
Come, New Year, ah! you rogue, you’re not yet free, 
Only this glen, and then—the chestnut-tree. 


PIXIE MOTHER 
Well, I never, never did ! 
But what a pretty man ! 
Twinkle, put the kettle on, 
And scrub the frying pan. 
Now, fair sir, you’re weary, 
Won’t you stay to tea ? 


PEDLAR 
The hour is late and I must go. 
Good pixie, let me be. 


PIXIE MOTHER 
Tis early yet, the stroke of ten 
Is just about to chime. 
(Aside: Chuckle, put the puff-ball clock 
An hour behind the time.) 
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PEDLAR 


Just ten ! I thought ’twas nearer twelve. 
Why, then, I’ll stay, I think. 


PIXIE MOTHER 


Oh, do ! and take some cowslip wine, 
*Tis pleasant stuff to drink. 


PEDLAR (lying down) 
This bed is soft : I half forget 
The worrying rush of life 
That hurries on and will not rest. 


PIXIE MOTHER 


What you need is a wife. 


PEDLAR (starting up) 


You elfin thing, how did you know ? 
I'll bide no longer here. 


PIXIE MOTHER (pleadingly) 
Oh, help me with the children, please, 
Their bed-time’s drawing near : 
They sleep within a spreading oak, 
All safely hid away from sight ; 
I put them in their acorn-cups 
And leave them for the night. 
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PEDLAR (lazily) 


Perhaps I will. More cowslip wine, 
For really I declare it’s fine. 
(Startled) Hark! (Bell tolls twelve.) 


NEW YEAR (leaping away) 


The bell has tolled. I’m free! I’m free ! (laughing) 
Now don’t forget the chestnut tree ! 


PEDLAR (furiously) 


You traitor witch ! it is too late. 

Would all your children should turn to stone, 
The queen will smile as they vainly wait, 
Oh, how can I win my love, my own ? 


PIXIE MOTHER (shaking her head) 
Now, isn’t that a pity, 
He would have looked so pretty 
Taking Tick and Frisk and Chuckle 
And Puck and Robin Red, 
And buttoning their nighties 
And putting them to bed. 
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SCENE VII 


SORCERESS 1” cave. 
SORCERESS 


I know the wonders of the universe ; 

Nothing on earth or sky is hid from me. 

I hear the footsteps of returning Spring, 

I know the language of each flower and tree, 

I know the filthy dens where life and death 

Fight hand to hand, caring not what they hold, 

Where men sit gambling far into the night, 

And sell their souls out of a lust for gold. 

I know the violet banks in the green woods, 

Where lovers whisper, thinking no one near. 

Out of the night soft voices to me speak, 

And all the mysteries of the stars are clear ; 

Mine are the arts that none may find or seek, 

The voices of the dead thrill through my room. 

I hold within my hand man’s destiny, 

His life, his death, his rising from the tomb. 

And I have lived within a tower of brass 

For many a thousand, nay a million year. 

No man can look into my eyes and live. 

Poor fools on earth, my very name they fear. 

Hark ! at the door a knock. My wizard friend, 

Perhaps returning from the realms of air, 

Or some sad nymph forsaken by her love. 

Come in! They flock to me from everywhere. 
[Enter PEDLAR ; SORCERESS starts back. 
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What manner of man are you, that you can look 
Into the depth of my eyes and yet still live ? 


PEDLAR 
One who has eyes of his own as deadly quite 
As those deep pools of yours that shine so bright, 
And one who comes a favour to receive 
From out your store of magic witcheries. 


SORCERESS 
Take one, take all, whichever charm you choose. 
At your clear voice my heart leaps up with glee, 
But, mighty stranger, ere you leave this place 
You'll pledge your faith and truest love to me. 


PEDLAR 


But give me first the charm for which I came, 


SORCERESS 
Wish you a spell to dry up all the sea, 
Darkness at mid-day, or a ceaseless flame, 
A moving mountain ? Speak, and it shall be. 


PEDLAR 
Tush ! these are toys I make myself for sport, 
My longing rises from a depth of strife ; 
Out of the moving passions of the heart, 
From deadly hate give me a life, a life. 
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SORCERESS 
Then, my love, you must turn away, 
For you may not see with whom I speak ; 
Their very voices would turn you gray 
And steal the bloom from your glowing cheek. 
A look from them no man could bear ; 
Stand in the shadow, and beware. 


[PEDLAR stands back. SORCERESS looks into distance. 


SORCERESS 
Spirits of the dark woods, come, 
Groaning from your silent home ; 
Spirits of the fog mists white, 
Of the melancholy night, 
Flicker through the gloam. 
Call the thoughts of long ago, 
Call the silence of the snow, 
Call the hungry foam. 
Give me a life. The night comes down, 
Cold creeps the mist o’er moor and down ; 
I hear your voices murmuring low, 
Feel your cold fingers as you blow 
On the wind, wafted high and low, 
To and fro, to and fro ; 
Give me a life that it may be 
Broken or kept eternally. (Pauses.) 
Ah! they vanish far away, 
I can see them cross the bay, 
Pale and shadowy and gray. (Turning to PEDLAR.) 
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Pedlar, see this thread, : 

How it glimmers in the light ? 

If you touch a man or sprite, 

Touch and pull with all your might, 
Pull, and he is dead. 


PEDLAR (taking thread from her) 
Ah, fairy knight, at last you are in my power, 
You who by sword or fight can never die ; 
You wretched weed ! who would dare to steal my flower, 
Who are not worth from her a single sigh. 
For I love her with all the burning passionate love of my 
new-found heart, 
That restlessly beats at my veins and rises and circles 
high ; 
If I cannot win her, at least I can play the avenger’s part. 
He shall die ; he shall die. 


SORCERESS 


Now you must pledge your truest love to me. 


PEDLAR (mockingly) 
Thanks for the life. Farewell, and let me be. 
(Laughing) You cannot hold me back with spells, oh no! 
My eyes have power, and I am free to go. 
[Exit PEDLAR. 
SORCERESS (furiously) 
He dares, he dares to cheat me, he a slave, 
Slave to man’s law, that all who live must die ; 
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Full of his love for some slight elfin maid, 
Would pit his feeble arts ’gainst such as I. 
But he shall learn the doom of angering me. 
Deep was my love, deep my revenge shall be. 
Ghosts of the hurricane, riding the blast, 
High on your lightning steeds, galloping past ; 
Ghosts of the blinding storm, 

You without shape or form ; 

Ghosts of the naked trees, 

High on the wind-swept hill ; 

Ghosts of the roaring seas, 

Come at my will. 

When he shall break the thread, 

When his love flows full and free, 

In the hour when he shall triumph, 

Then his doom shall be. 

When he snaps it with his hand 

They shall hear a sound, a cry ; 

He will vanish into air, 

On that instant he shall die. 

But he may not rest in peace, 

He shall be a wailing wind, 

And when men shall hear his cry, 

They will shake their heads and sigh, 

And feel sad, they know not why ; 

And draw the shutters closer 

To hide the frowning night, 

Where the roaring storm winds fight, 

And the tempest moans on high, 
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And the shadows on their wall 

Shall ever rise and fall ; 

As they cluster round the fire, 

Round the bright and cheerful fire, 

Who, while he lived, had thought him all that mortal 
could desire, 

A demi-god, a hero of the singing harp and lyre. 

All smiling they shall circle around the flame so bright, 

While above them he is wailing, for him, no rest, no light, 

A weary, lonely wanderer in the dark and houseless night. 


SCENE VIII 


Green grove, fairies in background, QUEEN, FAIRY KNIGHT 
and CHANGELING in front. 


QUEEN 
I join your hands, fair lovers, 
And happy may you be. 


PEDLAR (entering suddenly, touching QUEEN on shoulder) 
Why, noble queen, you surely must have forgotten me. 


QUEEN (starting back) 
It is the elfin pedlar! (Stamping foot.) 
How dare you here be seen ! 
Begone, as I command you ! 
I am the fairy queen. 
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PEDLAR (mockingly) 
Boldly spoken, dainty fairy, 
You’ve outwitted me before, 
But now I think my little plan 
Will puzzle you still more. (Snatches out thread.) 
See this thread ? It is the life of yon traitor fairy knight. 
(Pointing to CHANGELING.) If she will not marry me 
I will break his life in twain ; 
When the forest clock chimes three 
He shall never speak again. 
Now, Changeling fair, your answer, pray : 
His life, your love ; make haste, I say. 


FAIRY KNIGHT (holding CHANGELING to him) 


She shall not speak. I’d rather die a thousand times than 
she should be 

Wedded to such a dog as thee. 

If you were mortal I would pierce 

Your plotting body through and through. 

Why ever lived such knaves as you, 

So treacherous, so fierce ? 


FAIRIES (kneeling before PEDLAR) 


Have mercy, oh, you pedlar great ! 
See, down before you we will bow ; 
We'll give to you our lovely spring, 
Our softest breezes murmuring : 
Only have mercy now. 

We'll give the feathery grass all gray 
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And veil-like on a rainy day. 

We'll give you pools that lie so still, 

And all the magic of the hill. 

We'll give you palaces that rise 

Out of the clouds, before your eyes. 

The lightnings red shall crown your head, 
Winter shall reign ere spring be fled. 
We'll make the hills to rise in flight 

And the whole sea with wild-fire bright. 
We'll give to you the white moon’s daughter, 
And earth and air and fire and water ; 
And elfin steeds for air and sea, 

Swift as the wind is and as free, 

With flying manes and trappings grand, 
To ride the storm and wave-swept sand, 
And the whole run of fairy-land. 

But, only now restrain thy hand. 


PEDLAR 
You made me out of a silver tree, 
With your hands you fashioned me, 
In the moonlight long ago, 
When the breezes whispered low, 
On a moor, above the sea. 
Countless centuries it had stood, 
That shining monument of wood, 
And its spirit breaking free 
Silent entered into me. 
I am merciless, enduring, and unchanging as the tree. 
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FAIRY 
The bell ! the bell ! 


PEDLAR (triumphantly) 
My hour is come at last. 


[Snaps thread and falls to ground. 


FAIRY KNIGHT (running forward) 
What can it mean ? the fateful chimes are past. 


CHANGELING 
Oh, elfin queen ! what can this mystery be ? 


FAIRY QUEEN 
Changeling, the riddle is too deep for me. 
Come, let us leave this sad, ill-favoured glen, 
And dance till dawn among the cloud hills airy ; 
Come, goblins, pixies, gnomes and little men, 
All must be merry in the land of fairy. 


[Exit FAIRIES, dancing to music. 


[Weird music and dark stage, PEDLAR’S voice from sky. 


PEDLAR 
I shall be 
A wanderer on the earth. 
No rest for me. 
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Iam a wind at birth. ao 
When I had life I only used it ill, 
Yet could I live again I’d be a pedlar still. 
‘The hills are dark, the shadows linger dim: _ | 
Across the veldt swells out the evening hymn 

Of little birds along the waving trees, ) 
Night falls, the moon is low, Fa 
Dusk clings around my heart, ’tis better so. — a 


[Violin music dies away. 


CURTAIN. 
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